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SOCK IT TO ME, SAYS EVE DRUM... WHICH IS WHAT 
THEY'RE ALL DYING TO TRY—AND DIE TRYING 


BLOW YOUR MIND! 


My name is Eve Drum—tThe Lady From L.U.S.T.— 
the sexiest spy in the world. Anything you do I can 
do better. They call me Oh Oh Sex, because sex is 
my favorite weapon, but I’m just as good at Karate, 
safe-cracking, knife throwing, scuba diving—you 
name it. Don’t tangle with me: I have a license to 
kill and I don’t care if I use my body—or a Beretta. 
Swing along as I go into action against a super- 
villain who wants to wreck N.A.T.O. and heat up 
the Cold War to the flash point. It will blow your 
mind. 
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PROLOGUE 


Death was wearing a mini-skirt. 

She came walking down Shaftesbury Avenue, rounded 
buttocks twitching under a Biba original in blue velour, 
breasts bouncing saucily beneath a Foale and Tuffin 
blouse. Long black hair swung to her striding and her viv- 
id red mouth was slightly open to show the glitter of per- 
fect white teeth. Under an arm the girl carried a handbag, 
very flat; there was no possibility of a weapon hidden in 
it nor was there any weapon inside the scanty mini-skirt 
and shirtwaist. 

Yet she was walking death and she hunted for a man to 
kill. Not with any weapon known to the Metropolitan Po- 
lice of the City of London, nor to Scotland Yard. Neither 
the C.I.A. nor the F.B.I. of the United States, the Surete 
of Paris, or even the S.A.D. of Red China, had ever 
heard of the sort of death she was, on two shapely legs. 
Nevertheless, she was as deadly a killer as the black cobra. 
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She paused outside a tobacco shop, fumbled in her little 
handbag, and extracted a cigarette She paused with the 
cigarette halfway to her painted mouth, her eyes intent on 
a tall man in derby hat and London Fog raincoat who was 
peering at a bulletin board completely covered ys little 
printed cards. 

His name was Basil Fenton. 

He was her victim. 

She cleared her throat. The man looked up, irritated at 
the interruption of his thoughts, His pale blue eyes saw her 
face and he paused, his momentary annoyance forgotten. 
The girl smiled at him and put the cigarette between her 
lips. 

Pe say,” Fenton smiled. “Care for a match?” 

“Love one,” she murmured, 

There was the trace of an accent in her voice. Ordi- 
narily, Basil Fenton might have spotted it, but he was too 
fascinated by the outsize breasts pressing into the blue ve- 
lour bolero to pay attention to her voice inflections. The 
fact that a good eight inches of midriff was revealed by the 
thin nylon’ between the belted micro-skirt and its match- 
ing top was not lost on his stare. 

His gold cigarette lighter flared. The girl drew in, her 
ted mouth pouting sensually, her cheeks hollowing, Over 
the lighter, she puffed out smoke and smiled, her long 
black lashes like tiny fans. 

“Looking for fun?” she murmured. 

“Td say that, yes.” His hand gestured at the bulletin 
board. “Find a lot of fun offers, here in Soho. Ever stop to 
tead them? Better than a Chinese pillow book, a lot of 
ene 

“Show me,” she dimpled, and caught his hand with 
hers. 

“Rather,” he nodded, beaming. His left arm went a- 
bout her slim waist, he pulled her close so the perfume on 
her creamy skin could tickle his nostrils. 
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Her waist was lissome, it gave to his tug, his palm slid 
along her side above the micro-skirt. Her flesh was very 
warm to his touch and her chuckle was an indication that 
her thinking was zeroed in on his brain waves. She let 
her hip rub his impeccably trousered thigh. 

“See here, ‘Tantalizing teacher, instructress in private 
French lessons,’ Or this one, ‘Striking young redhead, 
willing to exchange singing repartee.’ ” 

Death giggled, “Here’s another, ‘Mattress testing done 
on the premises.’ And see that! ‘Able artist teaches finger 
painting on human skin.’ A bit much, isn’t it?” 

“London is the greatest city in the world.” 

“Tt swings, as the Americans say.” 

“No objections, have you?” 

“Oh, no. That’s why I'm here.” 

Basil Fenton let his hand slide down to pat a plumply 
soft buttock. “Care to let me show you around? Dinner 
and all that? An absinthe or two later, in my digs?” 

“Love it,” Death murmured, smiling as the hand. be- 
came bolder. 

“Come along, then.” 

They moved off side by side through the teeming streets 
of Soho, skirting the young men in trim suits from Car- 
naby Street, clusters of girls in suits or blouse and mini- 
skirt combinations from such boutiques as the Hem and 
Fringe and Biba’s. Garish music blared from the open 
doors of the strip joints as they walked along the Soho 
sidewalks, 

It was late afternoon, and a few shops were letting out 
their employees to swell the sidewalk strollers. For a few 
hundred yards. Basil Fenton and his pick-up bumped 
hips and shoulders, then the man lost patience. 

“We'll take a taxi, come along.” 

“Ah, in the pence, are you?” 

“I make do,” he grinned, showing large white teeth. 


Death nodded. She knew how Basil Fenton made his 
money. 

Tn the taxi, she gave no hint of her knowledge; she cud- 
dled up to him and pretended awe at his solid gold Hooper 
lighter, his Saville Row suit, his Peel shoes. She let his 
palms slide along her shapely inner thighs where her 
panty-hose made a nylon sheath for her legs. 

She did not kiss him, however; she put her fingertips to 
his lips and whispered, “Please, wait. We'll really let our- 
selves go in your flat. But this way—it’s so gauche.” 

“T suspect you're right,” he muttered after a moment. 
“We're not kids, are we? It will be better to wait.” 

“Of course it will,” Death nodded. 

She did not add that if he kissed her now, he might die 
before his scheduled time. This would never do. Like all 
agents who served the secret service of her native land, she 
had her orders and she meant to adhere to them if at all 
possible. Death did not stop his hands as they roamed her 
supple thighs and slid up under the dark blue velour of her 
mini-jacket to fondle the somewhat heavy breasts nestled 
inside a cobwebby brassiere. She did not bother to hide 
the fact that his fingertips on her nipples excited her. 

She would not kiss him, however. It was too lethal. 

They dined at one of the town houses which had been 
converted into a private club. It had neither the opulence 
nor the high ceilings of such clubs as White’s or the Ath- 
enaeum, but with its white pillars and heavily carpeted 
floors the Blue Flag was baroque enough to suit Basil Fen- 
ton. 

There were drinks first, at the bar, two scotch and 
sodas, and by the time they were gone, the headwaiter 
had murmured into Basil Fenton’s ear that dinner was 
ready, at his discretion. 

They dined on roast beef and Yorkshire pudding, on 
strawberry trifle and coffee, Fenton even went so far as to 

* order a bottle of burgundy to go with the main course. 
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He was expansive, happy, in these familiar surroundings. 
It was too bad in a way that he had to die this night, 
Death thought. He did enjoy life so much! 

Fenton smoked a cigar with the brandy, the girl filled a 
dish-tray with her cigarette butts. The wine had put more 
color in her cheeks and made her black eyes sparkle. She 
did not look like walking death. 

At close to nine, Fenton rose from his chair. 

“Shall we go? I have some excellent recordings I'd like 
you to hear. And some good scotch, if you care for it.” 

A taxi took them to his flat on Penfold Street in Lisson 
Grove. His rooms were on the second floor of what had 
been a luxurious private residence thirty years before. 
The living room was large, with its street windows heavily 
draped, its furniture new and expensive. 

Fenton switched on the stereo phonograph moments 
after closing and bolting the white-painted door, 

“Do you like to dance?” he asked Death. 

“Very much,” she smiled, reaching behind her. 

She was unzipping the top part of her two-piece mini- 
suit, Fenton saw with a stab of excitement, An instant 
later, she had shrugged out of the blue velour, draping it 
over a chair arm. 

“There, now I'll be more comfortable,” she nodded. 

Her breasts were large and heavy under the black mist 
that was her brassiere. Fenton saw that her nipples were 
large, dark. Her breasts wobbled as she moved and a film 
of perspiration broke out on his forehead, 

Death smiled at him, doing a little shimmy, making her 
mammaries leap and bobble, At least her victims died 
happy. The thought of that always seemed to ease her 
mind afterward. 

She began to jerk and flop her upper body as her body 
slid into the bugaloo beat of the music, The man watched 
her slack-jawed for a few moments before he joined her 
thythmic contortions on the rug. He was hypnotized by 
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the size and shape of her bobbing breasts. He did not con- 
sider himself a breast man, but he had to admit these attrac- 
tions before him were enough to turn anybody on. 

They finished the dance then while the records were 
changing Fenton said, “A scotch and soda. It will keep 
us from getting too dry in the mouth.” 

She smiled, advancing on him with her bare arms spread 
wide, “I have something else that will keep us from dry- 
ing up,” she told him sweetly. 

Her arms went about his neck, her breasts pressed into 
his chest, her lips came open. She kissed him with a dart- 
ing tongue that tickled his own. Her mounded belly 
tubbed his loins. Fenton decided she was wildly exciting 
as his arms went about her slim middle. He was damn 
glad he’d had the sense to respond to her invitation in 
front of that Shaftesbury Avenue bulletin board. 

Death could kiss her victim, now. It did not matter if he 
died here soon, in his own apartment. She let her tongue 
and her wet mouth slither around and over his lips, she 
bathed him in her saliva, 

When he was panting, when his body was rigid against 
her upper thighs she drew back. No sense in rushing 
things, she had all night. She enjoyed the fleshy meetings 
of her female body with these strong, usually handsome 
male animals it was her duty to kill. 

She hoped Basil Fenton did not succumb too soon. 

He busied himself at a small portable bar, pouring 
scotch, siphoning soda into the two glasses. In the mirror 
above the bar he could watch her moving about the room, 
touching a crystal vase with soft fingertips, lifting a porce- 
lain statuette to admire its craftsmanship. 

She was a real dazzler this one he thought. A swinger, a 
Mod. She would be ripe for anything he might suggest. 
And he had plenty to suggest. Her breasts had given his 
libido a lift. He was raring to go. 

He swung around, handed her a drink. 
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The stereo set was banging out a foot-tapping beat. As 
she drank, Death jerked her body back and forth without 
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“I don’t know how long I can go on dancing,” Fenton 
breathed, putting down his half empty glass and joining 
her in the frug. “You make me think of things like beds . 
and bouncing mattresses,” 

“Oh? You have a bedroom?” she asked. 

“Want to see it, love?” 

She nodded, taking a last sip and putting her glass be- 
side his on the bartop. It was right and proper for a man 
to die in bed. She let him put his arm about her waist and 
conduct her through the living room and a short, narrow 
hallway, past a kitchenette and through a rear door into 
his bedroom. 


“Ah, I like it,” she gurgled. 

The bed was king size, plenty of room to roll round and 
contort her body and his all she wanted. They would have 
a ball on a bed like that. Her lips twitched into a smile 
when she saw he had arranged a dressing table—did he 
have so many ladies visiting him, that he needed a dress- 
ing table?—-s0o that its over-large mirror reflected the top 
of the chenille coverlet. 

“Like to see what you're doing, don’t you?” she 
laughed. 

Parading about the room with something of a stripper 
strut, her red-nailed fingers loosed her belt, The micro- 
skirt was very skimpy, all she had to do was give it a nudge 
and it dropped to the floor, revealing her body clad in 
black nylon pantyhose. There was a black lace panel coy- 
ering her privacy. 

“How about you?” she smiled.- ‘ 

Fenton threw off his coat, undid his tie and unbuttoned 
his shirt, In Jess than a minute, he was standing naked for 
her to admire. And she did admire him, especially his 
manliness, Basil Fenton was a fine figure of a male man. 


11 


She moved into him, going for his mouth with her open 
lips. Death was happy that he showed no reaction yet to 
her first kiss. This meant he would last longer before he 
died. Long enough to please her. She enjoyed these 
pleasure interludes on her assignments. They were made 
more enjoyable by the knowledge that the man she was 
loving would not live to see the dawn. 

His hands were beneath her buttocks, lifting her, hold- 
ing her front plastered to his as he walked her toward the 
bed. He lowered her gently, so she bounced only a little 
on the soft mattress, 

Then she was rolling, helping him get her pantyhose 
off, showing him her bare buttocks, her naked belly, the 
shaven privacy. His red face and excited manhood she 
accepted as compliments to her beauty. 

Her superiors had instructed her to proceed swiftly, not 
to waste time on preliminaries. Death was not here to 
enjoy herself, she was only on this bed with a man leaning 
over her to do a job. 

And her job was—to kill! 

To hell with her superiors. What they didn’t know 
wouldn’t hurt them. Or her either. They had no bugging 
device in this room, there would be no way to betray her if 
she did those little acts that so thrilled her body. 

And so Death bent down and worshipped Life with her 
mouth and teasing tongue. Life panted out his excitement, 
standing on one leg beside the bed, kneeling on the mat- 
tress with one knee. 

“Ducks, you're an angel!” he sobbed, hips quivering. 

An angel of death, but he did not know that. She was 
out to prove to herself that even if she was Death, she 
could make dying an exquisite delight. After a time, when 
he was almost out of his skull, she drew back and lay on 
her spine on the mattress. 

She liked the succubus position while making love with 
a man. It gave her a mixed feeling of pride and power to 
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be under a man, this way. She was Death, she was about to 
Kill this Englishman who worked in the Foreign Office in a 
way that would puzzle the doctors and the high govern- 
ment officials as well. 

Basil Fenton sank down to her, 

She gripped him with her bare arms and naked legs, 
holding him close. As if to symbolize the fact that she 
was Death and he was Life, with only an hour or so left to 
enjoy that life, she slipped her shivering thighs up and 
around his hips. She locked her legs at the ankles. Death 
had her stranglehold on him now, from which there was 
no escape. 

The lights were on. By glancing sideways at the 
dressing table mirror she could see their naked bodies 
writhing and twisting into ecstacy. It was like staring 
at something out of a blue movie. The watching heightened 
her enjoyment. 

She quivered into one orgasmic oscillation and then an- 
other. 

Fenton was outdoing himself; he was a bull in heat. It 
was too bad in a way that he was already half-dead. No- 
body would know that looking at him, however. He 
was insatiable, an animal automation feeding delight to 
both their bodies, 

Her damp palms pushed against his chest. 

“Lie down,” she whispered, “on your back.” 

She would kill him with kindness tonight, 

When he was set, she moved over him, gripping and 
placing him. Her flushed face looked down into his fea- 
tures. His eyes had dropped, they were seeing the heavy 
breasts swinging wildly to the movements of her working 
hips. Let him look, let him go to the grave with the sight 
of her loveliness imprinted on his retinas. 

Her hips flailed at his manhood. 

. “I’ve never met anybody like you, ducks!” he sobbed. 

“No, you never haye,” she agreed tenderly, 
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There was only one person like her in the whole world. 

Herself. A product of the KGB laboratories since her 
birth. A very, very special weapon to be used on very, very 
special occasions. A girl who bore the given name of Tam- 
ara Norenko but who was Death to Basil Fenton. 

She gasped, sighed, and then she screamed, 

His hands were on her breasts, holding them, caressing 
their weights. His hands were adding to the pleasure 
wracking her body in coital convulsions. She discovered 
there were tears in her eyes. The young men, all the hand- 
some young men she had killed this way over the years 
were breaking her heart. 

She wished she could undo her death-grip. 

It was too late for that. The mere fact that he had kissed 
her would guarantee his death, Add to that the fact that he 
had possessed her body, and there was no hope for him. 
None at all. It was all so sad. 

She wondered when he would die. Some of them took 
longer than others; it was a matter of body chemistry, they 
had told her at the laboratory. Until then, until he rolled 
away, she would make good use of his male strength. Like 
this, bucking wildly to the upward surges of his hips. 

He took three hours to die. 

When she rolled away, physically exhausted, his face 
was already showing the results of the arsenic. She did 
not want to lie here, letting strength come back into her 
body, she wanted to be out of here before he went into 
convulsions, before the nausea hit him. 

She scrambled off the bed and slipped into her nylon 
pantyhose and her blue velour skirt. Her feet accepted 
her alligator pumps. She slid her arms into the bras- 
siere straps, leaned forward and caught her dangling 
breasts in the cobwebby cups. 

She ran into the next room, donned the blue velour top 
of her outfit and snatched up her little handbag. On tiptoe, © 
she let herself out of the flat and ran down the stairs to the 
ground floor. 
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It was late, she might not find a taxi. She would have to 
take the underground, at the Marylebone station. She 
half ran along the deserted streets. 


As she did so, she wondered about her next asssign- 
ment. 
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CHAPTER ONE 


I was wearing a Coty Originals Body Paint job. 

No more, just smears of paint across my female flesh, 
fashioned to represent a dress. It was a short dress, with a 
painted micro-skirt across my upper thighs, the bodice 
brushed on over my breasts and torso. I was fully cos- 
tumed for my part in an underground movie being made in 
a big, empty barn in a remote corner of Suffolk County on 
Long Island. 

There were other girls with body paints splashed artful- 
ly across their naked flesh. A redhead playing the part of a 
writer was the living canvas for an old-fashioned inkwell 
with a long, Colonial quill protruding from it across her 
left breast and shoulder. A brunette who portrayed a 
fashion designer was tinted as a bolt of psychedelic mate- 
tial and a pair of scissors. A housewife was painted with 
pots and pans and diapers all over her lushly curved bare 
body. Two men were part of the cast; one wore brush-on 
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overalls and flannel shirt, the other was covered by paint- 
ed nickels, dimes, quarters and half dollars. He was the 
money-man in the movie, 

The name of the movie was Turn-on For a Raindrop- 
out, 

A silly put-on, an allegorical representation of phases 
right out of our mod-mod society. This sort of thing is 
avant-garde. It is what turns on the world, it is what brings 
the money in at the art theatres that show this stuff. Actu- 
ally, this underground movie had a bit of a plot to it. 

I was not interested in the plot, good or bad. 

My attention was focused on a lean man in a baggy 
tweed suit who was the producer and director of Turn-on 
for a Raindrop-out. His name was Henry Creegan. He 
was a real brain, as evidenced by his high, bulging fore- 
head. His job in real life was as a chemist in the Loki Lab- 
oratories; this movie-making of his was only a sideline. 

But it was only as part of his underground-film life that 
I could make contact with him. Henry Creegan was sus- 
pected of being a turn-coat. He had discovered a new 
chemical formula, and he was going to turn it over to the 
Other Side. . 

Tt was my job to prevent him from doing any such 
thing. I am Eve Drum, special girl agent for L.U.S.T., the 
League of Underground Spies and Terrorists which is a 
by-blow of the Central Intelligence Agency and the Na- 
tional Security Agency. We L.U.S.T. boys and girls do 
what those more austere agencies of the national govern- 
ment cannot. 

“ty We meet fire with fire, theft with theft, death with 
leath. 

So I cavorted about inside the big barn, playing my part 
as farmer’s daughter with the man with the nickels, dimes, 
quarters and half-dollars painted on him. The fact that 
our garments were only paint added to the seductive at- 
traction of the movie, I am sure. 

We did a bugaloo framed against a false-fronted stage 
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drop covered with luminous paint. When the lights went 
out, the movie viewer would see us as black silhouettes, 
stark naked against a glowing ferris wheel that slowly re- 
volved, painting our shadowed bodies with flecks of light. 

The racing colors were symbolic of the fact that my 
moneyman and I were tuning in on one another. Black ul- 
tra-violet light and flashing psychedelic lights gave the 
whole thing a sense of unreality, showing we were lost in a 
dream world of our own. Slowly, to indicate the fact that 
we were coming out of our love-daze for each other, the 
lights came on again. 

Money-man walked me across the changing backdrop, 
an arm about my middle. He was whispering choice tidbits 
into my ears, on which earrings had been painted. The 
mike was following us to catch his words, the camera kept 
filming us. 

“Come join the revolution with me, little rebel.” 

“My father needs me here, to milk cows.” 

“You shall milk a greater thing than a cow, with me. I 
am the outer world, the great put-on which mankind calls 
society.” 

Living theatre on film. Magic, man! 

The only trouble with this sort of thing is that you need 
an interpreter with you when you see it. Unless you can 
interpret for yourself, And when you can do that, you dig 
the radical image, you swing the shock stage of the theatre 
of today. 

My seducer was stroking my breasts, right before the 
camera. He had to be careful not to get paint on his 
fingers, but he did all right with his feathery touch. My nip- 
ples were standing up out of my painted-on bodice. 

“Oh sit—you make me feel so strange!” I gasped. 

“'m making you feel the love of man for man, the love 
power of mankind. It permeates our world, it has the force 
of earthquakes, of tidal waves, to reshape our Earth. Yield 
to its power, pretty one.” 

What a line! And my money-man meant what he said, 
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too. You could see it down there where he was all man, as 
the camera dollied in. The wag with the paint brush had 
covered his manhood with a painted-on dollar bill. Well, 
let me tell you! Talk about the inflated dollar! This guy 
was in the middle of a real inflation spiral. 

He grinned under his coloring when he saw my eyes 
drop. 

“Let me slip a dollar in your purse, honey,” he whee- 
dled, 

“Cut!” yelled Henry Creegan. 

The man I was to keep an eye on came loping over. His 
uncut tawny hair bounced to his strides, and there was a 
faint flush on his cheeks. I felt a little sorry for Henry 
Creegan, even if he was double-dealing with the Opposi- 
tion. He looked so gaunt, so much like a cadaver with skin 
on, that I just couldn’t help it. 

“That isn’t in the script, Windom,” he protested crossly, 
fluttering-a dog-eared manuscript. “I can’t find it any- 
where. You can’t go around ad libbing like this.” 

“Tt should be,” the money-man chuckled, “I like that 
line. It has zip.” 

“Tt isn’t bad,” I chimed in. 

Creegan looked from me to the moneyman and back 
again. He ran his long, artistic fingers through his mop of 
dirty yellow hair. He opened his mouth to say something, 
and closed it, I saw a glint of laughter in his eyes suddenly. 

“Oh, hell—all right. Go ahead. Sometimes these ad libs 
are more honest than the script.” He waved a boney, 
tweed-coated arm, “Go ahead, Eddie, Roll ’em.” 

The camera ground away. 

My seducer raised his eyebrows. “How’s about it, 
sweets? A dollar for your purse? Just let me slip it in 
slowly, so nobody but you will notice.” 

I decided to take it from there, “You sure it isn’t coun- 
terfeit?” I wondered, putting my hand to his dollar. I 
stretched it a little. “Looks like rubber to me,” 
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Money-man doubled up, laughing, Even Creegan 
chuckled, 

The cast was standing around, grinning. I guess they 
wanted some more free entertainment. I waited for Henry 
Creegan to interfere, but he was apparently thinking of 
something else, because he kept looking at his wristwatch. 

“It’s rubbery, maybe,” said money-man, staring at my 
hand and what it was doing, “but it’s also legal tender. 
Tell you what. Why don’t you take the inflation out of it? 
You can do that by putting it in your purse.” 

“And have it shrink in value?” I demanded as if horri- 
fied. 

Creegan shouted, “Okay, okay. Enough’s enough. Get 
back to the script, you two. We don’t have all day.” 

Money-man sighed and put his arm about my middle as 
he began to lead me toward another prop layout, a field of 
glowing green grass. He helped me sit down, then he got 
down beside me. 

The camera panned away from us toward an older 
woman in a painted housedress. She was my movie moth- 
er, and the tears were coming down from her eyes, thanks 
to some deep breaths she had been taking near a cut-up 
onion in the hand of a prop man. The camera showed 
those tears falling, then dollied in on a sheet of glass where 
water was blurring the pane. 

Overhead, a sprinkler system went to work. Water 
began falling on me and my money-man like a gentle rain. 
There must have been a detergent or some other chemical 
in the water, because my painted-on dress began to run. It 
formed big colored drops and slid down my otherwise 
naked body, The camera was grinding away, getting it all 
in, 

At the same time, money-man was being shorn of his 
nickels, dimes, quarters and half-dollars. Even his dollar 
was losing color. In a few moments, he was as naked as I 
was, 

My face assumed a horrified expression. I covered my 


20 


38-inch bust with my forearms and slithered around on 
the imitation grass so my thighs could cross and hide my 
mons veneris. The water falling on us represented my 
mother’s tears, They were showing me for what I was, and 
what money-man was. 

I was naked greed. My money-man was naked lust. 

I had lost my innocence, as represented by my painted 
dress. The money-man had lost the power of his millions, 
as represented by his painted coins and dollar bill. Allego- 
ty with a message. I wondered if those who came to view 
Turn On for a Raindrop-out would get turned on by what 
they were seeing and hearing. Or would they be too inter- 
ested in seeing my wet breasts bouncing around as I 
moved, or too intrigued by seeing money-man lose his 
painted-on dollar bill, to care about messages and shock 
values, 

This was no concern of mine. 

Worrying about this was up to the director, 

And Henry Creegan shouted, “Cut! Cut!” 

The cameras went silent. Creegan got up and stretched. 
He yawned and said, “All for today, everybody. We've 
got a lot in the cans. We'll get more tomorrow.” 

All of which was my cue to get up off the wet grass and 
scamper for the paneled-off cubicles that were laughingly 
known as our dressing rooms. Henry Creegan was already 
dressed. In a few minutes, he’d be on his way. I had to be 
where he went, to keep an eye on him. 

My naked money-man was at my heels. “Hey, honey, 
How about it? This is tough work on a guy, you know 
that? I’m kind of up tight about you, baby.” 

“Save it for the picture, Clyde,” I yelled back. 

Tran on naked feet across the prop backdrops until I 
was at the green cotton curtain that hid my street clothes, 
I ducked under it and reached for a washcloth. From my 
two weeks’ association with Henry Creegan, I knew he 
would futz around a few minutes, putting away his pre- 
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cious manuscript and the notes he had made on the day’s 
shooting, before leaving. 

I dipped the washcloth into warm water and soap and 
began dragging it across my body. These were non-color- 
fast paints, they ran with soap and water. I had maybe five 
minutes before Creegan left, so I moved the washcloth 
back and forth with all the metronomic rhythm of a wind- 
shield wiper at full speed. 

When I was wet but no longer in full color, I snatched 
at a big Cannon towel and wrapped my girl-girl bod in- 
side it, my hands working the fluffy stuff across my breasts 
and belly. Once dry, I snatched up my garter-panty, lifted 
a pink leg and poked it through the proper opening. A 
moment later I was wriggling the Drum hips and drawing 
the thin Accentuette garter-panty up over them. I ignored 
the garters, it would take too long to slip on my cobwebby 
nylons; I just stuffed them in my bag. Then I slithered my- 
self into a Vera shift dress. 

I was halfway across the barn before I saw Henry Cree- 
gan getting into his battered Jaguar. He folded himself in 
behind the wheel and touched his ignition key. I was flying 
by this time. His Jaguar was ten yards away when I 
slammed into my rented Pontiac Firebird 400. 

It was easy to keep him in sight after that. 

Henry Creegan was a good driver, a little over-cau- 
tious, but that was the way he lived. No frantic bursts of 
speed and then a short slow-down, he kept his foot steady 
on the gas pedal. When the Jaguar was doing sixty along 
the expressway, he let it stay at that mile-a-minute pace 
for close to half an hour. 

He made no turn-off, he kept the Jaguar on the ex- 
pressway through the midtown tunnel and along Park Ave- 
nue until he turned west and pulled into a parking lot. I 
went in right after him. He was paying me no never mind, 
he was too intent on his business. 

He got cut of the Jaguar carrying a thin attache case. 

I pushed a five dollar bill into the hand of the attendant, 
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telling him to put the car away for me, that I was late for a 
date. He grinned and nodded, 

My pink Pallizzios carried me along the sidewalk ten 
feet behind the chemist until I saw him turn into a bistro 
on West 51st Street. Its neon sign blazed with red and blue 
light, telling the city this was the Harem Haven. The 
Harem Haven was a night spot famous for its honest-to- 
God belly dancers. I walked into a smell of roasting meat 
and beer just as my underground movie director entered a 
telephone booth at the rear. 

The diners were too busy watching the gyrations of a 
plump girl whose belly was swinging and looping above a 
gilded belt and a stripper’s panel of gold satin to bother 
looking at me. The overhead spot was on, highlighting her 
flesh but turning the rest of the Harem Haven into a dark- 
ly shadowed dimness. I was grateful to the bellydancer 
because the darkness served to hide me as I shrank close 
to the bar. 

A couple of business men relaxing after a tough day 
creased their necks to ogle me hopefully. I ignored them; I 
pretended to be watching La Belle Turque as she twisted 
and bobbed in rhythm to the Turkish darbouka drums 
being played by two dusky-skinned men in fezes and bro- 
caded vests. 

Creegan came out, looking thoughtful. 

I moved toward the door. If he stayed to eat, I would be 
forced to do the same, and his chances of seeing me would 
be increased. He apparently had no appetite, he kept 
coming for the door. I ran out and into the darkness of the 
New York sidewalk ahead of him. 

There was a store window half a dozen steps away. I 
posed in front of it, staring at the reflection of the Harem 
Haven doorway in its glass window front. Henry Creegan 
showed me his back as he turned away and began walking 
toward Sixth Avenue. 

T followed him to the southeast corner of the Avenue of 
the Americas. On the far side of the street, I watched a 
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man move out of the shadows and advance on him. Cree- 
gan held out his hand, the man took it, shaking his hand. 
Then Creegan handed over the thin attache case. 

In my purse, there was an infra-red camera. I got it out 
and started snapping pictures. I had several good shots of 
Creegan, even better shots of his drop. We knew all about 
Creegan at L.U.S.T. headquarters, it was the other man 
we know nothing about. 

Well, we would know all about him as soon as our pho- 
tographic experts got their grubby little paws on the film I 
was using up. Copies of those pictures would be on their 
way all over the country minutes after the super-xx 
, panchromatic film had been processed. 

Eve, honey, I congratulated myself, you’ve done it 
again! 

Tt was at this precise moment that somebody shoved a 
gun in my spine. “Easy, doll,” a voice whispered. “Say one 
single word, utter so much as a groan, and you get a bullet 
between your spinal discs.” 

A hand reached past me, snatched at my Canon FT- 
QL camera. 

‘Walk, doll,” said the voice. 

You might think that on the corner of Fiftieth and the 
Avenue of the Americas, at about seven:ten p.m. of a cool 
summer night, I would be safe from danger. There were 
hundreds of people all around me, They were rushing to 
keep dinner appointments, or racing to get home after 
working late in their offices, or scurrying to get to the 
theatres before the curtains lifted. They paid me absolute- 
ly no attention at all. 

So I walked, doll, like the man said. 

“We won't hurt you,” my so-far-unseen captor mur- 
mured. I gathered then that he was not alone. 

I was so right. As we moved along the sidewalk—he 
had his arm about my waist so that we seemed to be lovers 
wandering through the crowds—I could feel the muzzle of 
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his gun pressing into my ribs. He had a sports coat across 
that arm which hugged me. The sport coat hid the gun. 

T have been a L.U.S.T. secret agent too long to panic. I 
was waiting for an opportunity to wheel on him, to get a 
judo hold and flip him sideways through a store window. 

No such luck. His companion came up to us, halfway 
down the block. He was the same tall blonde man I had 
seen meeting Henry Creegan. He had the thin attache case 
in a hand, 

“Trouble?’ he asked brusquely, staring hard at me. 

“None we can’t handle, Sven. Just walk along with us as 
if we were all out for a little stroll.” 

Sven did just that, pushing against my right side where 
the gun was stabbing into my ribs. I could smell Hai 
Karate male perfume on him. He was wearing a smart 
suit, he looked like a v.i.p. to the onlookers who bothered 
to glance at him. One girl even glared at me with jealousy 
in her eyes. She was going home to an empty bed, I sup- 
Pose, and she was envying me my two companions, 

Honey, I'll gladly trade positions, I thought, 

The gun nudged my ribs. “Into the car. The Cadillac.” 

A gold El Dorado was slowing at the corner for a light. 
My captors had timed this thing perfectly. Sven grabbed 
my arm, shoved me into the back seat. He got in the front 
after my companion with the gun slid in beside me without 
taking the gun away, 

‘Look, fellows,” I said. 

“Quiet,” snapped Sven. 

‘All I want to say is—” 

The gun jabbed my ribs, hard. I grunted, wincing. Sven 
murmured, “Not so hard, Ulf. You will hurt the lady.” 

Ulf was another big blonde Swede. So was the driver, 
At any other time I would have been deliriously happy to 
be here with these big guys. But the revolver in my ribs 
and their pale, hard faces were somewhat more than dis- 
couraaing. T subsided against the back seat and played 

lumb. 
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The Cadillac headed north along the Deegan Express- 
way, past the United Nations buildings, and up onto the 
New York State Thruway. The men were just as quiet as I 
was, but Ulf seemed to be relenting a little. He was no 
longer scratching my ribs with the muzzle of his gun. 

I cleared my throat. I whispered, “Can I talk now?” 

The windows were closed, the traffic was light, going 
north, Sven nodded his head. So I said, “I don’t know 
what I did wrong fellas—but I’m sorry. You see, I’m a 
photographer. I wanted to get some snapshots of New 
York night life I was hoping to sell to some small town 
newspapers. You know the routine, how people act in the 
big city, the types you see, that sort of thing.” 

Ulf grunted. Sven just glared at me. : 

I tried again, “Look, if it’s rape you’re after, maybe we 
can work something out. I dislike being roughed up, even 
in defense of my maidenly virtue.” 

. It was a bee-sting right smack on tender epidermis. Ulf 
snarled, “We have no intention of raping you!” 

“Completely out of the question!” added Sven. 

I let my baby blues go big. “Then what’s it all about, 
fellas? Oh! Sure. You made a mistake in identity, huh? 
You think I’m a prosti and you boys are vice squad cops 
ane 

“Shut up,” grated Sven. 

I pouted, letting my shoulders wriggle back into the 
lovely golden upholstery of the big beautiful car. I had to 
think of something to get myself off this hairy hook. 

“A publicity gag?” I asked weakly. “For a movie 
named Kidnap? N-no, Not that, I guess. You can’t possi- 
bly be from some rival photographers, now, can you? I 
knew about the competition up here in the big city, but 
this is positively ridiculous. If the folks back in—” 

“Will you shut up?” snapped UIf. 

I stayed quiet for maybe a minute. I have learned long 
ago that, if there is one thing a man understands about a 
woman, it is her need to yak. So I started yakking again. I 
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had my competition sized up; basically, they were gentle- 
men, these Swedish males. I didn’t think they’d go so far 
as to slam me one with the revolver Ulf was holding. 

They might shoot me, yes. Regretfully and with apolo- 
gies, but maim my lovely girlish face? N-nn. No. At least, 
I hoped not. 

“We can work this out, fellas. Come on, whatta ya say? 
Clue me in on the situation. What am I supposed to have 
done?” 

Ulf growled, “You took pictures. Of Sven.” 

“Ahhhh—so! And Sven is camera-shy; he is incognito. 
He does not want to have his picture taken. I’m sorry. I 
didn’t know that. But you took the camera, so why do you 
want to take me, too?” 

In utter resignation, Sven spoke to his driver. “Can’t 
you go a little faster, Kaarlo? This woman is driving me 
crazy with her constant talk.” 

“There is a speed limit. Soon we will be in the country. 
Keep yourself calm, Sven. Be grateful the girl has a pleas- 
ant voice. It is not hard to listen to her. I have heard some 
female voices that really grate on your nerves.” 

“Why, thank you, Kaarlo,” I replied. “I’m glad one of 
you is a gentleman.” 

Ulf groaned. He had relaxed his concentration so that I 
was almost tempted to make a dive for his gun. But no 
sooner had I turned to get into lunging position and 
crossed my legs, giving him the benefit of a shapely thigh 
and dimpled knee naked under my mini-skirt, than he 
growled and told me to sit with my legs together facing the 
front. 

The car was moving along the New York Thruway at a 
good clip. We were beyond the Tappan Zee bridge, head- 
ing up past New Paltz for a nice, remote country road 
where I would be killed. I thought and thought, but there 
didn’t seem to be any answer to my problem. 

Kaarlo swung his wheel to the right at Exit 19. Sven 
paid the toll. I sat quietly, without speech, because Ulf had 
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his left arm about my shoulders and his right hand held his 
gun, hidden under his topcoat, pressed into my soft belly. 
I drew a deep breath as the Cadillac headed away from 
the toll booth and along the Stony Hollow road toward 
Ashokan Reservoir, 

Five minutes later, Kaarlo was pulling off the road and 
in between some trees. He drove far enough so that it was 
damn near pitch black inside the car, there were so many 
trees and high bushes around it. 

“Out,” said Ulf, jabbing me with the gun. 

I got out and stood shivering. It was early simmer, but 
this far north of the big city, the nights were pretty damn 
cool. Sven went around to the ees of the car and un- 
locked the trunk. 

“In,” growled Ulf, jabbing me again. 

I gawked at him in dismay. “In there? Me? You’ve got 
to be kidding!” 

Sven just grinned at me, nodding his head. 

‘Til keep quiet, fellas,” I pleaded. “No more talk. 
Honest!” 

“You don’t understand, lady,” smiled Ulf. “We're go- 
ing to leave the car with you in it, locked within the 
trunk, It’s well off the road, hidden by thick underbrush 
and treeboles. You can yell all you want; nobody will 
hear you.” 

I looked at him in utter horror. “I'll smother! Even you 
three rats wouldn’t do this to me! It might be days before 
anybody found me—if then.” 

Sven nodded complacently, “That’s the idea. You’re out 
un our hair, we can go on with our business, Now get in- 
side.” 

He reached out to grab my arm and push me in that 
yawning, gaping car trunk. I guess my wails had convinced 
him I was not dangerous. My hands flew up, caught his 
reaching wrist. And then my bod was turning to ram my 
behind into his loins as I bent forward. 

Sven yelled in dumb surprise as he felt his body being 
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lifted off the ground in the ippon seoi nage of my judo in- 
structors at the L.U.S.T. training center. Those boys 
would have been proud of me. My Swedish opponent rose 
upward gracefully, head toward the ground and flew for- 
ward. 

I am a wearer of the Sixth Dan red and white belt, in 
judo. So that shoulder throw was just a routine move in my 
arsenal of randori tricks. Before Sven slammed hard into a 
cursing Ulf, knocking him and his gun to the ground, I 
was sending a foot right smack into the middle of a gog- 
gling Kaarlo’s belly. 

The foot kick is a part of judo training, when you are 
offering yourself as an opponent. There is a counter to it, 
you make a quarter turn so the foot sails past you, you 
grab the leg and pull forward, the direction of the pull 
being parallel to the ground. The kicker will go off the 
ground, and when he lands, he hurts. 

Kaarlo did not know the counter, as I’d figured, So my 
low-heeled Palizzio caught him two inches above the belt 
buckle. He went backward, doubled up as if he’d been 
kicked by a Missouri mule. He landed flat on his back in 
the underbrush and flopped around gasping for breath, the 
wind knocked out of him. 

I whirled. 

Ulf was lying on the ground, gun in hand, staring at me 
over its sight. I dove for him, flying through the air. 

The gun erupted with a red explosion, right in my face, 


CHAPTER TWO 


I woke up in absolute blackness. 

For a brief second, I thought I was dead. Then the pain 
in my head told me I was quite alive, and suffering 
something a lot worse than an Excedrin headache. I put 
my fingertips to my temple, very gingerly. They came 
away covered with something wet and sticky that I clever- 
ly figured out was blood. 

I sagged into a tire iron. 

At least, I was still alive. Yeah, and locked inside the 
trunk of the golden Cadillac. Great work, Eve. I could 
bleed to death in here, even before I suffocated. My arms 
and legs were free, they hadn’t bothered to tie me up. 
Maybe they’d figured I was already well on my way to the 
pearly gates. : 

My hands fumbled for the lock latch that fastened the 
trunk lid. Sometimes you can work this latch loose and 
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open the trunk. The latch of the El Dorado was like a ten 
ton weight. Absolutely immovable. 

I could have wept. As a matter of strict fact, I did weep, 
because I broke two fingernails trying to get that latch to 
move. To a girl, breaking a fingernail may be even more 
important than the fact that she is lying wounded inside 
the locked trunk of an automobile. It was to me. I wept 
and cursed those three Swedes in four different languages. 

I sat back on my soft rump and tried to think, aiding 
my thought processes by fumbling around the interior of 
the spacious trunk. Twice my hands passed over a bit of 
tubber tubing without realizing what it was I touched. 

So I sat back and tried to conserve my energy and air 
supply. I brooded about David Anderjanian my L.U.S.T. 
case officer and how I would never see him again. They 
would find my dead body here sometime in the middle of 
winter, I fantasied, when a couple of hunters would be 
tramping through the woods. I would be mostly decom- 
posed then and—yeeech! 

I changed the line of my thoughts to something more 
pleasant, how David would miss his rolls in the hay with 
Oh Oh Sex. That is my nickname among the L,U.S.T. op- 
eratives. Would David weep when he stood before my 
closed, sealed coffin? I felt very tender toward him, right at 
this moment. 

Or would he have some redhead with him who would 
shrug off the fact of my ended existence with a dimpled 
shoulder that David would be kissing that very night? The 
mere thought of this drove me half crazy with fury. I 
pounded a fist on something soft, that gave a little to my 
blows. 

The nerve of that man! Carrying on with another girl 
before I-was settled comfortably in my grave! I am a 
woman, and I react with female emotions, even at times 
like this. So I make sex, not sense. 

It was getting harder to breathe. I was using up all the 

_ available air with my tantrums. So who cared? I pouted 
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and wished I was dead, so David Anderjanian would be 
sorry, The tears welled up in my eyes as I wept a little — 
more, 

I wiped the tears away with my hand, getting my palm 
and fingers all wet. I wondered if there might be a rag to 
wipe my eyes, here in the trunk. I was only wearing a shift 
dress and my Accentuette garter-panty, besides my shoes. 
Those rats who’d shoved me in here had taken my purse 
and my camera. 

Again I touched the rubber tubing. 

What the hell was this thing? Not the spare tire, it was 
only a thin length of rounded rubber. Curious, I followed 
it around the side of the trunk to which it was fastened. It 
ended just below the trunk lock. I had touched it a dozen 
times while I’d been clawing at the latch, but until this 
moment, I had no idea what it was. Well, at last the old 
thinking processes were taking over. 

“Eve, you idiot!” I breathed. 

The Cadillac El Dorado trunk was fitted with a vacuum 
lock that was operated from its dashboard. What else, for a 
car like this? I grabbed the rubber hose and yanked. It 
came away from its connection at the rear of the trunk. 

I put the tube into my mouth, 

I sucked in, real hard. 

There was a click and the trunk lid flew up, letting in 
cold air and the sweet, sweet smell of a Catskill mountain 
forest. I bent over, putting my forehead to the metal of the 
lock, and bawled. 

This time I didn’t care if my palm and fingers got wet 
from my tears, Happiness is getting out of a locked trunk 
when your head hurts like hell and blood is running down 
into your golden hair. I wiped my face and sniffled, then I 
climbed out of the open trunk and closed the lid. 

To my surprise the Cadillac was not only unlocked, 
they keys were in the ignition. I slid onto the gold uphol- 
stered seat and started the motor. The tank was half full of 
gas, too. I was getting a break at least. 
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I turned and backed out of the woods, 

Tn fifteen minutes, I was braking the car to one side of 
the Thruway toll booth, begging the attendant to use his 
phone. I guess the sight of a bloodied blonde babe with 
her eyes all wet from weeping touched the man’s heart. He 
told me to help myself. 

David Anderjanian was surprised to hear from me. I 
was supposed to be following Henry Creegan. I reported 
what had happened, explained that I maybe needed a doc- 
tor. 

“Do you have transportation, Eve?” 

“My golden Cadillac, master.” 

“Meet you at your place with a doctor, honey. Say, in 
an hour and a half. And Eve—try to be miore careful.” 

I was standing there with my mouth open in shocked 
anger when I heard the click of his phone being hung up. I 
closed my mouth and slammed the property of the New 
York Telephone Company down into its cradle, Damn 
that David Anderjanian! 

Then I chuckled. David had been making what he 
thought, with his warped sense of humor, was a funny. It 
was even funny to me, after a time. Essentially I am a very 
good-natured girl. 

I tumed to the toll booth man. “I don’t have any mon- 
ey, mister. What do I use when I get to the end of the 
Thruway?” 

“You sure you ain’t got any?” he asked suspiciously. 
“Maybe hidden in the car?” It was inconceivable to him 
that a girl who drove a Cadillac El Dorado would have no 
money on her person. 

“Come and see,” I invited, realizing it was inconceiv- 
able to me too. 

He waved another collector toward him and tramped 
across the flagging with me. I threw open the front door 
and gestured. The front seat was empty. 


The man opened the rear door and grinned “Nice try, 
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lady.” He put his hand toward the floor of the tonneau and 
brought out my Coblentz purse. 

I stared, gulping. It had never occured to me the Swedes 
would leave my purse behind. I croaked, “I—I never 
knew it was there. Please! You've got to believe me!” 

I snatched the handbag from his hand and opened it. I 
drew out my wallet and saw that not so much as a single 
dollar bill was missing. My change purse held seventy-sev- 
en cents, Even my credit cards had not been touched. 

| felt like falling into the ground. 

“Honest, I didn’t know,” I told the man. 

He shrugged, “Makes no difference to me, lady. You 
ain’t committed no crime, I guess.” His forehead wrinkled 
in puzzlement. “You don’t have to pay me any money; all 
I do is give you the ticket.. You pay at the exit end. So 
maybe you were telling the truth, after all. Good luck to 
you.” 

I wheeled the Cadillac forward, took the ticket he gave 
me and headed south, The thought hit me that maybe they 
had left my camera, as well, so I risked a glance into the 
back. The camera lay on the floor. Now the question was: 
had they taken the film? I told myself I could verify that 
when I reached my apartment. 

I did seventy miles an hour all the way. 

When I let myself into my three-room suite, I was just 
about on my last legs. My head ached, my knees were rub- 
bery. My stomach was acting up, too, telling me I was 
nauseous, 

Crossing the living room, I yanked off my Vera shift 
and draped it over the headboard of my bed as I headed 
toward the bathroom. I kicked my Palizzios across the 
room and yanked my garter-pant down. 

The shower water felt delicious. It rained on me for 
about fifteen minutes, restoring my energies. I soaped my 
bod all over, paying delicate attention to my injured head. 
Crusty blood softened, and when I stood nude, wiping 
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away the medicine cabinet mirror, I saw from my reflec- 
tion that the bullet had only grazed my temple. 

The doorbell rang while I was still naked, so I snatched 
up a big towel and wrapped it about me, tying it under an 
armpit and headed back through the bedroom into the liv- 
ing room. 

David Anderjanian hugged me to his broad chest so 
hard the towel knot came undone, so I had to clasp the 
towel with my arms while he introduced me to a young - 
doctor named Andrew Sillane, who flushed slightly and 
extended a hand for me to shake. 

I did not dare let go of the towel so I leaned closer so he 
could reach my pinky finger with his hand. He shook my 
pinky finger, staring down at the twin bulges of my some- 
what large breasts as they oozed over the edge of the 
sagging towel. 

“Well,” he said, “hello, hello.” 

“This is my best girl Andy, so treat her right,” David 
grinned, giving me a big hug with his heavily muscled left 
arm and almost lifting my bare feet off the floor. David is 
six feet four inches tall, weighs about two-twenty, and is 
all solid muscle. 

I twisted and wriggled myself into more of the towel 
while the two men beamed at my struggles. “Most of me is 
all right—” 

“T'll say,” breathed the doctor. 

“—but my head aches where a bullet got a little too fa- 
miliar with it, earlier tonight. 'd appreciate it if you could 
dope me up, doctor. I still haven’t finished my job.” 

The medico was very gentle with my temple, spraying 
some medication on it that eased the ache a little. Half the 
time he was staring down into the gaping towel where the 
fluffy Cannon appeared to be trying to get away from me 
as fast as possible. I took his attention as a compliment, 
once I realized he was getting rid of that headache for me. 

He counted out some pills, telling me to take a couple if 

_ the pain came back. Then he smiled and asked, “You 
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were joking when you said you were going out again to- 
night weren’t you?” 

“TJ haven’t finished my job,” I told him. 

He looked stricken. “I can’t be responsible for what 
may happen if you don’t get into bed,” he said seriously. 
“You've been through a lot, Miss Drum. Your body—ex- 
quisite as it is—can’t take much more abuse.” 

“Oh, she won’t abuse it,” David promised. 

“Gee, thanks,” I muttered, kicking him in the shins with 
my bare toes, “Just for that I won’t let you see if those big 
Swedes left the film in my Canon when they abandoned 
it.” 

“Say, how about that film? Where’s the camera?” 

David gets all excited when he things he’s scooped the 
Opposition on anything like this. He ran to the hall table 
that held my purse and the camera and lifted the latter. 
One glance was all he needed. The film had been removed. 

‘David shrugged. “Can’t win ’em all,” he muttered. 

With my towel as my only garment, I escorted David 
and the doctor to the door. They said goodbye, smiling 
and waving. David was only too anxious to get going so I 
could carry on my work. The doctor made up for that, 
however. He had bedroom in his eyes as he took in my 
girlish figure in the towel. I blew him a kiss when David 
Anderjanian wasn’t looking. 

In half an hour I was moving through the door myself, 
clad in a Borganza belted coat against the cool, early- 
summer night. Over my shoulder I carried a heavy beige 
Cortijo calfskin duffle bag with my trusty little Browning 
revolver inside, nestling beside my wallet. This time no 
goons were going to rough me up. I would shoot first and 
make explanations later. 

T hailed a taxi and told the driver to take me downtown 
to the parking lot where I’d left my Pontiac Firebird 400. 
I didn’t want any taxi driver appearing later to testify as to 
where I'd gone, this night. 

I paid my parking fee, and nosed the Firebird out into 
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the deserted street. It was close to three-thirty in the 
morning. I headed down fifth Avenue toward the East 
Village where Henry Creegan lived in a furnished room. I 
wanted to have words with that chemist. 

Leaving the car parked alongside the curb, I beat steps 
toward the converted brownstone buiding where Henry 
Creegan had his little room on the third floor. I had been 
there before with discussion groups from his little art 
theatre crowd, talking over the shadow and substance of 
this Turn On for a Raindrop-out. It was smelly, the furni- 
ture was worn and old, the windows were covered with 
dirt, the plumbing sometimes did not work, but it was 
home to the chemical genius. 

I was about to step onto the first of the porch steps 
when the inner door opened and I got a flash of a woman 
emerging. I drew back into the shadows, fumbled in my 
Cortigo bag, bringing out my compact. I unsnapped it and 
glanced into the mirror as I heard footsteps descending the 
staircase. 

I risked a glance in the mirror. 

The girl coming down was a real beauty: Long black 
hair bounced on her scarlet-sweatered shoulders, and her 
vividly lipsticked red mouth was slightly open to show her 
teeth. Under her arm, just beneath the sweatered bulge of 
her left breast, she carried a flat handbag. The sweater fit- 
ted her above the waist like red skin; below the sweater, 
she wore a mini-skirt. 

She did not bother to look down at me, I guess she fig- 
ured I was a call girl on my way home from an assign- 
ment; maybe she did not think of me at all. I turned as she 
walked away from me, toward the Square. Under her 
mini-skirt, her nyloned legs were as shapely as my own. 

My head turned toward the old brownstone house. 
What was a‘girl like that doing in a dump like this? It 
didn’t make sense, unless she were a call girl, of course. 
But people living in this section of the city could scarcely 
afford the hundred dollars and up a night that a call girl 


37 


receives. For the first time since I had left my apartment, 
an alarm bell began to jangle in my head. 

I ran up the stoop stairs, opened the front door and 
closed it behind me, then opened the hall door. A dim 
electric light showed a moulded tin ceiling and crudely 
papered walls. To one side, a staircase covered with rotted 
carpeting lead up to the second floor. I ran up the stairs. 

The door of Henry Creegan’s room was closed but not 
locked, It moved inward with my hand on the knob. 

The chemist lay sprawled amid the rumpled coverlets of 
his in-a-door bed, his body naked. He seemed to be 
sleeping as I closed the door and tiptoes closer. “Henry? 
Henry, this is Eve.” 

I leaned over him, shook him. His flesh felt cold. For a 
moment I thought I’d touched a corpse. Then his eyelids 
flickered and his dull, glazed eyes were staring at me. I 
smelled the vomit hidden by the bed covers, His face, now 
that I was studying it more closely, showed exhaustion and 
the remnants of deep pain. 

“Dying,” he whispered. “Before I go... .” 

His voice faded. I knelt down, putting my face closer to 
his. “What is it, Henry? What do you want to tell me?” 

“Formula. Derivative of amytal and dee en ay mole- 
cules, Make . . . forget. Loss of ... memory. Own discov- 
ery.” He could not speak any more; his body gave a con- 
vulsive shudder. I could hear his gasping for the air his 
heaving lungs needed, 

“T’m going to call the hospital. It'll have an ambulance 
here in no time.” I was scrambling on my knees for the 
phone when his croaking voice stopped me. 

“No—time. Dying fast. Arsenic. No matter. Thing I 
want to say is... gave formula to—Russian secret agent. 
Also copy for our government.” 

His breath labored like a wheezing bellows. His eyes 
were brilliant with approaching death and his will to live 
long enough to tell me what he figured I ought to know. 

“Loss memory complete, Nothing left. Nothing! Great 
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weapon for peace—I thought. Russian spy has formula. 
Another spy came and—stole copy I was going to give 
government. Take it down while I can still dictate that 
formula to . . . please for God’s sake! You can’t imagine 
what that gas will do to. . .” 

He heaved himself upon an elbow. His mouth opened 
and closed again and again, as if he were chewing the air. 
The brilliance went out of his eyes. His body flopped over 
in a convulsive jerk, assuming the foetus position, His feet 
kicked against the agony in his flesh. 

I had never seen a man die from arsenic poisoning be- 
fore. I was appalled at the suffering his body was under- 
going. 

“Tf you had to commit suicide, you should have chosen 
a less painful way,” I said. My hands were doubled into 
fists that I shook in the air at my helplessness. 

He quieted suddenly. I gathered he was in a coma. 

I reached for the telephone. I am no toxicologist, but I 
knew that death by arsenic poisoning is preceded by convul- 
sions and a coma. Henry Greegan was dying fast. I should 
have dialed for an ambulance but I Called David 
Anderjanian instead. Maybe my feminine mystique told 
me no ambulance in the world could get here in time to 
save the man on the in-a-door bed. 

“Creegan just died,” I told David, when he answered 
the call in his normal grumpy-as-all-hell-when-roused- 
out-of-a-deep-sleep voice. “He took arsenic, poor devil. 
But an autopsy report will tell you that. David, he said 
something about a gas that would destroy memory in a 
person. He gave that formula to a spy. And somebody 
stole the copy of that formula he was going to give to our 
government.” 

“Oh God,” David breathed. 

A silence. Then, “David? You still there?” 

“Tm thinking, Eve. If that gas does what he says it will 
—God have pity on us all.” He drew a deep breath. It’s 
not like David to become so emotional, even during the 
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worst crisis. This thing Henry Creegan invented must be 
pretty bad, I told myself. 

After a moment, he started speaking again. “Stay there, 
Eve. I'll phone the police, send them along. I'll get down 
there as fast as possible.” 

Two big burly policemen in the blue uniforms of New 
York’s finest came through the door ten minutes before 
David Anderjanian arrived. They had answered a call 
from the dispatcher; apparently my case officer had dialed 
the police as soon as he’d hung up. 

I told the officers how I had found Creegan still alive, 
dying of arsenic. I told them I had assumed he had taken 
it himself, committing suicide. No, I had not touched any- 
thing other than the doorknob, Creegan’s shoulder, and 
the telephone. “I read mystery novels as well as the next 
person,” I smiled like the good little girl I was. 

Those men were from a prowl car that chanced to be in 
the neighborhood, they informed me. The boys from hom- 
icide, the photographers and fingerprint experts, would 
be along in a little while. 

David came in with the inspector, a man in his early 
forties with a barrel chest and thinning black hair whose 

‘name was Bill Manning. I told him my story, as much as 
he needed to know, that is. Then David was shaking my 
arm, “Eve, you’d better run along. You look beat. I'll an- 
swer for her, inspector. She’s a member of the L.U.S.T. 
team, you know. She was working on a top-secret job 
when she got here at Creegan’s place.” 

The inspector nodded and waved a hand. 

I drove home in my Firebird, almost asleep at the 
wheel, 

Next morning—it was two minutes to noon when my 
doorbell jangled, waking me, so it was still technically 
morning—David Anderjanian paid me a visit. I stumbled 
to the door in my baby dolls, Normally seeing me in those 
transparent bits of feminine fluff, my case officer will take 
me into his big strong arms for a kiss. 
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The fact that he didn’t even glance at my scarcely hid- 
den nudity told me he was running scared. His face looked 
tight, there were faint rings under his eyes, 

“You haven’t been to bed yet, have you?” I asked. 

David smiled grimly. “Things have been exploding all 
over the place, honey. We’ve had world famous scientists 
working on that amytal-and-DNA-molecules bit that 
Creegan mentioned. We have been told that if Creegan 
really has discovered a gas from those derivatives, a. whiff 
of it could wipe out all memory in a person.” 

“You mean like amnesia?” 

“Worse than amnesia. The memory cells of the brain, 
as I understand it, would be wiped clean, the way a wet 
tag will wipe chalk marks off a blackboard. The person so 
treated would be like a newborn baby, as far as his memo- 
ty went. He wouldn’t know a damn thing about any- 
thing.” 

“Dear God,” I breathed, sitting down. 

“Yeah. It’s bad. Hell, it’s catastrophic. A few tons of 
that gas exploded on a city like New York or Los Angeles 
would fill the place with a lot of babbling children, Poof! 
would go much of our civilization. Doctors would forget 
their medicine, scientists would forget their skills, me- 
chanics, teachers, librarians, would all be reduced to 
something worse than savagery. 

“A savage would know how to make fire from rubbing 
sticks together. Nobody but nobody smelling that gas 
would know even that much. He wouldn’t recognize fire 
when he saw it. \ 

“And an army! Its soldiers wouldn’t know what weap- 
ons are or how to use them any more. Sailors in a de- 
stroyer or an aircraft carrier wouldn’t remember how to do 
a damn thing.” 

I sat there flabbergasted. : 

My tongue ran around my lips. “Is there any way of 
getting that formula back? Before it’s delivered to the ones 
who sent those Swedes to get it?” 
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“I hope so. I hope to God there is.” David leaned for- 
ward on the easy chair, perching on its very edge. “Those 
three men, Eve. Could you describe them to an artist, one 
of those men the police department employs to draw pic- 
tures of suspects as described by witnesses to a crime?” 

“T—1 think so. Yes, I’m sure I could. I got a good look 
at all of them. If you'll give me fifteen minutes to shower 
and dress, I'll go down to police headquarters.” 

David nodded, leaning his head against the back rest. 
His eyelids closed slowly. “There’s one more thing, Eve. I 
don’t know how to explain it. Neither does the medical 
examiners. But Creegan never swallowed arsenic. There 
was no trace of arsenic in his mouth.” 

I was on my way to the bedroom doorway. I halted and 
turned around. “Give me that again.” 

“The poison. It was arsenic, all right—but do you 
know how it was administered? On his penis!” 

“Oh, come on now! Why would he do a thing like that? 
It’s too off-beat, David. Ridiculous.” 

I didn’t say he did it. The poison was administered that 
way. By somebody else.” 

“And he lay there and let that be done to him?” 

“He may have been asleep at the time.” 

“And didn’t wake up? Besides, could a lethal dose of 
arsenic be given that way?” 

“Oh, yes. A man named Nass experimented with an an- 
imal, and proved arsenic was capable of being adminis- 
tered into a body through the pores of the hide—or 
human skin, in the case of Henry Creegan—by slow mas- 
sage. The skin was unbroken, not ulcerated. The animal 
died. The way Creegan died.” 

“But it—it seems so senseless!” 

“T agree. So does the medical examiner. He’s never 
come across a case like it. He’s checking now, his scientif- 
ic curiosity aroused, to see if the F.B.I. or C.I.A. has any 
record of such a death.” 

I murmured thoughtfully, “If I hadn’t been on my way 
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to visit Creegan, if we didn’t know he was a traitor— 
though I must admit his intentions were of the best, he 
thought he had come up with a way to insure peace be- 
tween nations forever—his death might have been passed 
off as natural. No doctor in the world would have any rea- 
son to suspect arsenic poisoning in such an unusual man- 
ner.” 

David nodded. “We've considered that. We've also 
discussed the fact that for some queer reason, Creegan did 
administer the arsenic to himself—in a sort of guilt com- 
plex thing—to kill himself through his own manhood, if 
you follow me. The only trouble with this last theory is 
that no arsenic was found anywhere in his room, or in the 
area below his window, where he might have thrown it.” 

I shrugged spreading my hands. “I can’t figure it out. 
So I'd better do what I can, by going downtown and talk- 
ing to that police artist.” 

One hour later I was looking at a series of slides that 
depicted eyes, ears, eyebrows, noses, chins, forehead, male 
hair styles and cheekbones. A dozen times I closed my 
eyes, trying to see the faces of those three men again, as 
they had been last night. From time to time I put a slide to 
one side; this was Kaarlo’s head shape, that was the 
straight, aquiline nose that Sven boasted, this jaw was the 
duplicate of the one that belonged to Ulf. 

Gradually I assembled what I had sorted out. A police 
artist came in, and sketching rapidly on a pad of drawing 
paper, he filled in the faces from the slides I showed him. 
There were spaces here and there, I could not remember 
Ulf’s nose nor the shape of Sven’s ears. There were a lot of 
blank spaces on Kaarlo’s face, because I had seen him 
mostly from the rear, 

In time, I had three partially finished faces before me. It 
was easier to go through the slides again and pick out 
missing pieces. It was like fitting a crossword puzzle to- 
gether. It took me three hours, but I did it, When I was 
done, that policeman artist had drawn two perfect faces, 
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Swen and Ulf, and a reasonably good representation of 
Kaarlo, 

I was happy at the outcome, but David Anderjanian 
was positively overjoyed. He scanned those pictures, nod- 
ding happily. “They’re our stars to hang our hopes on, 
honey. I’ll have dupes made and flood the airline terminals 
and ship lines with them. Maybe somebody—somewhere 
—will recognize one of them and let us know.” 

“I'd try Scandanavian Airlines first,” I hinted. “Those 
boys probably think I’m still locked in that Caddy trunk. 
They won’t be suspecting anything.” 

“Good idea, Eve. We'll do that. Meanwhile, you go get 
packed, If we get a lead on any of these characters, it will 
be your job to go after them, find them—and extract what 
information you can from whichever one you come up 
against.” 

“Yeah,” I nodded glumly. “I had it figured that way. I 
admit I wouldn’t mind using a few little tricks I know to 
get them to talk, after what they did to me.” 

I turned and marched off, already planning my ward- 
robe, I mean, after all, if Uncle Sam pays the freight while 
I traipse across the world playing the part of girl-girl spy, 
I might as well take advantage of it. 

So for the next few hours I selected black lace Taffreda 
panties and matching brassieres, a corselette by Scandale, 
a couple of Adele Martin evening gowns, some cablestitch 
sweaters, a number of dresses for casual wear, and my 
mink stole. To be on the safe side, in case I ran into cold 
weather, I also included a ski outfit. 

And my Browning revolver, tucked under a pair of 
slips. My little Browning has played a big part in my girl- 
spy career, I never go anywhere without it on a case. 
Usually it’s held in place by a garter on one of my thighs. 

The call to action came while I was broiling a couple of 
lamb chops for my dinner. Half a grapefruit, two lamb 
chops, a salad with oil and vinegar dresssing, a cup of tea. 
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This was what I ate when I dined by myself. On an ex- 
pense account, you should see me beat choppers! 

“Eye?” asked David. “We’ve got our lead. Three men 
made reservations for the midnight S.A.S. flight to Stock- 
holm. The ticket seller tabbed your Sven, Ulf, and Kaarlo. 
I want you to go along on the flight. I'll send a—” 

“Hold it! Hold it! How am I going to travel with them 
when they know what I look like?” 

“You figure that one out. Get a wig, buy a baggy dress. 
But I don’t want those guys out of your sight from mid- 
night—when the plane takes off—until you get back that 
formula. Catch?” 

I caught. I had no idea how I was going to fool those 
three Swedes, but it was up to me to try. As I hung up, I 
shrugged. I've had tougher assignments. Maybe David 
was right. A different hairdo changes a female face. And 
big-black glasses might help. No make-up, not even lip- 
stick. A floppy hat to hide my forehead, black hair pulled 
back in a bun, and I would become something between an 
old-maid schoolteacher and a spinster aunt. 

I was no longer Eve Drum, blonde bombshell of a spy. 
Those Swedish men would never take more than a casual 
glance at such an unattractive nobody, I told myself, not 
with the cute blonde S.A.S. stewardesses on hand to fuss 
over them. I felt a little out of things. 

At fifteen minutes to midnight, an unglamorous, Plain 
Jane sort of girl walked across the tarmac to ascend the 
ladder and enter the big S.A.S. jet. plane. I carried a 
handbag, my luggage was being loaded into the huge 707, 
and I was all but out of sight in my trench coat with its 
collar turned up. The floppy hat which I had resurrected 
from the top of a clothes closet in my apartment covered 
most of my forehead, I looked like a refugee from a TV 
spy chase thriller. 

Sven, Kaarlo, and Ulf sat up front in first class. Me, I 
was a poor tourist. Human snobbery being what it is, I 
was as safe from discovery in the rear section of the big 
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Boeing as I would have been five thousand miles away. 
No first-class passengers would come back here, not while 
they were being served all the extra goodies first-class 
plane passengers get, while hidden from us poor peasants 
by a sliding curtain. 

The plane trip was downright boring. 

We landed in Stockholm’s Arlanda Airport at midday. 

My three blonde Swedes walked toward customs, car- 
tying the S.A.S. bags every first class plane passenger re- 
ceives. I minced along in their wake, carrying my leather 
shoulder-bag that contained a very lethal-model spring- 
gun, which fired a thin steel needle tipped with the deadly 
venom of the puff adder. 

I could not follow each of the three men, so I chose to 
meander along after Sven, the contact man for Henry 
Creegan, and who, to my way of looking at it, was the 
leader of the trio. 

Two L.U.S.T. men already in Stockholm, who had 
been furnished pictures of my quarry had been detailed to 
follow Kaarlo and UIE. 


Sven carried the attache case as he shook hands with 
his fellow spies. The chemical formula was in that leather 
case. I wanted to get my hands on it. My plan was simple. 
I would follow him to his hotel and take it away from him, 
after putting one of those poisoned needles deep in his 
belly. 

This was the plan. Unfortunately, like so many plans, 
it was made only to be changed, No sooner had Ulf and 
Kaarlo departed in a taxi, than Sven walked toward the 
main gate of the airport. 

A man was there, dressed in a London Fog trench coat, 
with a mod hat perched on his close-cut blond hair. He 
was heavily tanned, and there was a faint scar down one 
corer of his mouth. He never looked up from the news- 
paper he was reading as Sven stopped beside him. 

Sven put down his attache case to light a cigarette. The 
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man in the London Fog coat owned the exact duplicate 
of that case. Sven set his bag down alongside the other. 

I groaned, knowing what was coming. 

It was right out of that television thriller. I mentioned 
earlier while boarding the plane. The man folded his 
newspaper, bent to pick up Sven’s attache case, and walk- 
ed off. Sven would stay there, smoking his cigarette, and 
then pick up the stranger’s bag. An old ploy, but still very 
useful because nobody except me would notice what had 
happened. 

My brain told me Sven would have money in his atta- 
che case. The stranger would have the formula. I followed 
him in a taxi to the Strand Hotel. 
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CHAPTER THREE 


Ten minutes later, I was signing the hotel register. The 
man in the London Fog had asked for the key to room 
345. I asked the clerk, explaining that I was very supersti- 
tuous about such things, for the same room. 

‘fm sorry, but that room is occupied,” the clerk 
beamed. 

I pretended annoyance. “It’s very important. Numbers 
three, four and five in that order, are very lucky for me,” 

When he shrugged his helplessness, I asked, “could I 
have three fifty four? It won’t be the same thing, but at 
least it has all my lucky numbers.” 

For a moment I was afraid he would offer 435 or 543, 
but he reached into the slot numbered 354 and smiled 
back at me over his shoulder. “Here we are, here we are. 
You’re lucky it isn’t convention time, or we wouldn’t be 
able to accommodate you at all.” 

I pouted my large red mouth in a kiss-pucker, to indi- 
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cate I was blowing him a kiss for his good deed. Then I 
traipsed along after the bellboy toward room 354, ten 
doors away from my quarry. 

My problem now was to contact London Fog. 

Once inside my room, I reached for the telephone. 
“Room service? I’d like to order a bottle of aquavit and a 
bucket of ice—to be sent to room three forty-five. Thank 
you.” 

I yanked off my black wig, fluffed up my blonde hair. I 
unzipped my travelling dress and slid into a micro-skirted 
dress that showed off my legs to mid-thigh. I hesitated, 
staring into the mirror as I turned and postured before it. 
My Olga bra lifted and highlighted my breasts. I was 
satisfied with my sex appearance. 

Then I marched myself down the hotel corridor. 

I knocked at room 345. 

When the door opened I smiled my dumb-and-help- 
less-blonde look at the big tanned man, I also blinked, 
because all he was wearing was a towel around his loins. 

He looked startled, asking, “Yes? Anything I can do?” 

“T’ve been the most awful idiot,” I dimpled. “I order- 
ed a bottle of aquavit and a bucket of ice from room serv- 
ice—but I gave them your number instead of my own. 
Isn’t that ridiculous?” 

He grinned stepping back. “Come on in. I was just 
about to take a shower, but that can wait.” 

“Ought I?” I simpered, stepping brashly into his 
toom, watching him close the door. “I mean, you aren’t 
dressed or anything, and I’m a stranger in town. What 
would people say? 

“Here in Sweden we are very sensible about such 
things,” he said to me, like the spider to the fly. “We 
adopt a mature attitude toward the mixing of the sexes.” 

“I’m a mod, myself,” I admitted, sitting in the chair his 
hand suggested and crossing my nyloned legs. His eyelids 
flickered as he got an eyeful of my long, shapely gams, a 
few inches of bare thighflesh and my garderclasps, 
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Usually, I wear pantyhose with a micro-skirt. Other- 
wise anybody can look up my legs and see what makes me 
a woman. I was just adorned by a garterbelt and my Can- 
trece nylons and my black lace brassiere under my dress. I 
had traveled on the S.A.S. plane in an un-mod number 
reaching down to below my knees, remember. 

My modesty had been perfectly safe in that Boeing 707, 
even when I was sitting. With London Fog gaping at reve- 
lations, there was no such word as modesty. And this was 
the way I wanted it. Any man will react favorably to the 
entrance of a strange and pretty blonde girl walking into 
his hotel room and showing off her personality. 

“T’m Eve Drum,” I said, smiling happily. 

“TI am Lars Grundvig.” I went on uncrossing my legs 
and letting them widen for a moment before I recrossed 
them. Lars was big of eye, watching. The fact that he was 
all male was embarrassingly evident as his towel seemed to 
fill and stand forth. 

“Don’t let me interrupt your shower,” I said “I’m nui- 
sance enough, just being here, without holding you up this 
way.” 

“Please. You are not inconveniencing me at all. I can 
take a shower anytime.” He was still formally polite; he 
was the perfect Continental male. 

I let him goggle at my legs up to my behind while I 
ogled his room, hunting for the attache case. Once I deter- 
mined where it was, I could make my arrangements to 
steal it, I did not see it, anywhere in the room. 

Of course, it could be under the bed, but I figured this 
was a little too childish. Then it had to be in the 
bathroom, where he was about to take his shower. I won- 
dered if I could saunter into his john and use his facili- 
ties, extract the contents of the attache case and leave, I 
decided I probably couldn’t, not without his putting up 
some kind of fight. Still, the spring-gun was in my hand- 
bag against this emergency. 
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But there was no sense in killing Lars Grundvig until I 
had the formula in my possession. 

There was a knock on the door. 

Lars smiled, “Maybe you’d better answer it. ’'m—er— 
not appropriately dressed. 

So I got up, moved across the carpeting, and opened the 
door. It was the bellboy with a tray holding a bottle of 
aquavit and a bucket of ice. The bellboy stepped in, put 
the tray down, and accepted the four kroner I handed him 
as a tip with a toothy grin. 

I closed the door and turned back into the room. Lars 
had hidden himself in the bathroom while all this was 
going on. He stepped out into view, now that we were 
alone, with a glass in each hand. 

“You are going to offer me a drink, I hope?” he 
grinned. 

“I certainly am,” I assured him, 

The aquavit gurgled over ice cubes. Lars handed me a 
glass, then lifted his in a toast, “Skoal,” he murmured. 
“To our better acquaintance.” 

“T'll drink to that,” I nodded. 

My eyes ran over his big body. He was about six two, 
and as far as I could see, his flesh was tanned the color of 
old leather. With his corn-colored hair he made a hand- 
some picture to my girlish eyes especially since the towel 
was right out there in front of him. 

“You're tanned,” I accused, smiling. “All over?” 

“We swim nude at a private beach, here in Stockholm. 
Would you care to go nude swimming with me?” 

Swimming naked with Lars Grundvig would not get me 
the contents of his attache case, but it would further our 
relations. And from the look of him, I wouldn’t mind 
furthering relations with him at all. 

“Do I go like this?” I asked, moving a hand down to 
call his attention to my micro-skirted body. “Or is there 
some special procedure I ought to know about?” 
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He laughed. The towel bobbled a little. “As you are. 
Bring a towel, no more. I will attend to everything else.” 

I nodded and finished my aquavit, promising to be 
ready in an hour. It would take Lars that much to shower 
and get dressed, I calculated. 

An hour it was, almost on the dot when he tapped at my 
door and I yelled for him to come in. He wore a bulky 
sweater, a pair of slacks, handsome American shoes. He 
looked like a Big Ten fullback, filling the doorway. He 
had a towel and some sun-tan lotion stuffed into a frayed 
S.A.S. airlines bag. 

I had my own towel and private stuff—no gun, this was 
a get-acquainted date—in my Wings carry-all. I would 
make sure, sometime during our date at the beach, that I 
spent the night in room 345. If the formula was in the at- 
tache case I wanted to be where the action was in more 
ways than one. 

Lars had a small red Volvo that he wheeled through the 
streets of Stockholm with the ease of a Jimmy Clark driy- 
ing around the block. He told me we were going to 
Saltsjobaden. 

“Despite what the Americans believe about our easy 
morals here in Sweden, mixed nude swimming is not per- 
mitted at a public beach,” he went on, “However, close by 
Saltsjobaden there are private beaches where it is allow- 
ed. We are headed for one of those.” 

Add one more hour, and Lars was braking his Volvo 
beside a length of glittering white sand not far from a high, 
rocky cliff, Even from where I sat alongside my big blond 
date, I could make out the nude figures of some men and 
women lying on blankets not far away. 

“Here we go,” grinned Lars, and stepped out of the car 
to remove his sweater. A moment later he was shucking 
out of his slacks and jockey shorts. 

“Oh,” I said weakly. “Like that, is it?” 

“You are in Sweden now. You do as we do,” 

I was game. I stepped out into the afternoon sunlight, 
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bent and lifted off my micro-skirted Olé Borden creation. 
This left me in my cobwebby brassiere and black garter- 
belt with stockings, plus my Palizzio shoes. I shivered a 
little. They call me Oh Oh Sex at L.U.S.T. headquarters, 
but stripping bare naked in a parking lot is not my bag at 
all. 


My hands went behind me to catch the tabs of my bra, 
but a voice said,“Let me do that,” and Lars came into 
view around the front fender, absolutely unclothed. His 
maleness was bloated with want. 

“My golly,” I breathed staring. “Shouldn’t you cover 
that up?” 

He grinned “Happens every time with me. It'll calm 
down in a little while. Here, let me.” 

His fingers were feathery along my bare back as he 
caught the bra-strap tabs and loosened them. I bent for- 
ward, sliding down the brassiere straps, letting the cups 
drop away from my dangling breasts and moving my bare 
behind back into Lars, 

I could hear him draw a deep breath as my buttockflesh 
brushed his straining manhood. He muttered, “That won’t 
help calm me down. We'd better make a run for the water 
as soon as you get your shoes and stocking off.” 

He made sense, I discovered when I risked a glance 
backward past my left arm at my companion. He needed 
some cold water, fast. His grinning face told me he was 
something of a show-off, but this was fine by me. I like a 
man who is proud of his manhood. It makes me think he 
might be worth sampling. 

I tossed my clothes into the Volvo. 

We ran for the waves, side by side. Lars made a dive 
and was swallowed up. An instant later I was hitting the 
undertow myself, swimming strongly. My thoughts at the 
moment were a bit chaotic. I was having too good a time 
to please David Anderjanian, who is all business when it 
comes to L.U.S.T. assignments, but I am a firm believer in 
the less serious values of life, like funtime and frolics, 
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This was a playtime period, in my bag. 

I saw a naked male body through the green stuff as I 
swam along. Impishly I slithered sideways, brushed across 
his body, and grabbed with my right hand. Lars flopped 
and splashed. 

We came to the surface, my grinning face framed by my 
wet hair. Lars was gasping for air and control. He got out, 
“That will not help me calm down, Miss Drum.” 

“Didn’t think it would or I wouldn’t have done it,” I 
giggled, treading water. “Don’t be so serious, Lars. Let 
yourself go.” 

He whooped and came for me. I turned and gave him a 
bulging-eyeballs view of my pallid buttocks as I dove. We 
swam hard for a minute, then he caught up to me, 
plopping onto my back so we both started to sink. I am 
afraid my Swedish spy friend had the begouri posture of 
the Arabs in mind, in which the man takes the girl from 
behind, but you need a cooperative female for that posi- 
tion. 

I gurgled and sank down through his arms like a 
greased piglet. My soft flesh was slick with salt water, so 
Lars had nothing to grab hold of to stop me, Well, he did 
have something to grab but my breasts were out of hand- 
reach by the time he recovered from his surprise. 

Underwater, I turned a somersault and came up be- 
tween his legs. I had a handle to wrap fingers around, and 
I did. Lars let out a howl. 

When I turned to flee from his hands that came probing 
through the green water at me, I found myself nose to nip- 
ple with a naked female body. 

I kicked to the surface. 

A pretty face with long black hair hanging down like a 
glossy ebony waterfall around absolutely breathtakingly 
lovely features was laughing at my expression. “Can I join 
in the fun or is it private property?” her red mouth asked. 

I giggled, “Come on, honey!” 

My hand went up and across her big left breast. It 
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shook gently, wobbling to my caress. Her black eyes wid- 
ened, then became gleeful. 

“Ooooh, yes,” she nodded excitedly, 

We parted company. We came together fore and aft of 
Lars Grundvig, with me slithering against his front, the 
girl with the black hair along his back. My hands clamped 
down on either side of the other female hands. Lars 
moaned and his hips jerked fitfully. 

“Easy, easy,” he panted. 

“What’s your name?” I asked the girl. 

“Tamara Norenko,” the vivid red mouth answered. 

“Tm Eve Drum. The meat to our girl-girl sandwich is 
Lars Grundvig.” 

Lars was gripping my naked hips, trying to lift and fit 
them down over himself. He could lift them easily enough, 
my weight being less in the salt water, but when it came 
to joining bodies, I was not at all cooperative. 

“Damn,” he panted. “Damn, damn.” 

Tamara was not making it any easier, tickling him low- 
down where he did his thing. He was going crazy, just 
about. His eyes were getting that glazed look and in an- 
other moment he might be going all out on us. 

“Float,” I yelled at him. 

Tamara laughed softly and added her muscles to mine. 
We got Lars on his back so that the sunlight beat down on 
him. 

I whistled softly and looked past Lars at the girl. Her 
black eyes were wide in admiration. I said, “Be a shame to 
waste your strength struggling with us poor girls.” 

“Tt would, indeed,” she breathed. 

She swam around to me, put her arm about my waist. 
We went on staring at Lars in dumb awe. Lars held his 
body rigid, his jaw muscles tight, his eyes closed and his 
lips a thin line as he fought the frenzy in his blood 
stream. Tamara was breathing a bit heavily, herself. 

It took about ten minutes, but eventually he came back 
to more-or-less normal. Lars was able to look at us now 
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without developing a heat rash. He saw my breasts float- 
ing like balloons in the water, he studied the big mam- 
maries Tamara Norenko boasted, bobbling wetly to her 
movements without going ape. 

“You are both coming back to my room with me,” he 
growled once. “I am feverish with the need for you, you 
understand.” 

“But of course,” Tamara giggled. “I was hoping you'd 
invite me. I am a stranger to Stockholm.” 

“Tf you’re such a stranger, how did you find this 
beach?” Lars wondered. 

“I walked along the beach until I saw the nude people, 
and then I slipped off my bathing suit and hid it under a 
rock.” Tamara waved a hand airily. “It was very easy for a 
pretty girl like me.” 

Well she had a point there. I know myself that a pretty 
girl is rarely tossed out into the cold, cruel world, espe~ 
cially off a beach where mixed naked swimming is per- 
mitted, 

She still had an arm about my waist, Underwater she 
had parted her thighs slightly and was moving lazily 
against my left thigh. Her flesh was very hot, even through 
the coldish water. I gathered Tamara Norenko was suffer- 
ing from the same malady that Lars was: squirrel fever. 

I was none too calm, myself. 

So to keep the mood going, I let my left palm slide 
down over the wet behind which was jiggling slightly to 
Tamara’s movements. I caressed smooth flesh, I let my 
fingertips trail here and there. Deep in her throat, 
I heard her groan, and her hips went faster, up and down. 

Lars caught wise, and scowled. “None of that. You 
aren’t getting me excited again without doing your bit to 
calm me down.” 

Tamara whispered, “I’m not sure I can last.” 

I pinched the buttock I’d been fondling. She yelped and 
glared at me; then she laughed, showing perfect white 
teeth, “I deserved that. I was on the brink.” 
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“Tt’ll be better, honey,” I promised. 

She nodded, black eyes glowing like hot coals. 

We formed ranks on either side of Lars, catching his 
hands in ours. We walked toward the beach, bounching in 
the little waves frothing along the sandy shore. 

Lars came out of the water like a slightly deflated Pria- 
pus, while Tamara and I were his hilarious handmaidens. 
We met curious stares and friendly grins from the nude 
people on the blankets. The girls of Stockholm are great 
sun-worshippers, they even lie down in the city parks dur- 
ing their lunch hours to sop up the solar rays. With their 
blonde hair and golden tans, they are exciting girls to 
watch. 

We went first to retrieve Tamara Norenko’s bikini. It 
was under a big rock, as she had told us, There wasn’t 
very much to her bathing costume, a couple of triangles 
of black nylon held together with spaghetti straps, a cou- 
ple of circles of black nylon with ditto straps that tied to- 
gether behind her back. 

Lars and I watched as she slid one pallid leg into an 
opening and then the other. She bent over, her buttocks 
shook slightly as she wriggled the straps up over her thighs 
and around her hips. She giggled at us as she brought the 
black nylon circles up to more or less cover her heavy 
breasts. Those breasts stood out proudly as she tried to tie 
the straps at her spine. 

I helped knot them. 


Then we moved back toward the parking lot where Lars 
and I had stripped down. Tamara informed us that she 
had her clothes in her rented Volvo, at one of the other 
lots. We would drive her there, she would follow us to our 
hotel after changing into street clothes. 

An hour and ten minutes later we were walking into 
Lars Grundvig’s room, and our host was moving toward 
his telephone to summon a bellboy with a bucket of ice. 
My bottle of aquavit was still perched on the table where 
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he had left it. Tamara moved around the room, humming 
softly to herself, her black eyes taking in everything. 

Me, I went to the little girls room. 

I lifted my micro-skirt and sat down on the throne. 
And then I froze. Stuck in between the modernistic sink 
and the wall was the attache case that held Henry 
Greegan’s formula. 

When I could, I grabbed the attache case, fumbling for 
the snaps that held it closed, hoping it was not locked. The 
good new was, the case was not locked, The bad news 
was, the case was empty. 

Empty! 

There was nothing in it, not a scrap of paper, not so 
much as a paper clip. I damn near yelped in my surprise. 
Luckily, I remembered Lars and Tamara in the other 
room so I soothed my injured feelings by cursing under 
my breath as I shoved the case back where it had been. 

Questions were buzzing in my head like angry bees. 
Had Sven pulled a fast one on Lars Grundvig? Could I 
have made a mistake, back at Arlanda Airport? Had Lars 
grabbed his own bag, instead of the other? Had Lars 
taken the formula out of the attache case and hidden it 
somewhere? Was it still in his room, cleverly placed so it 
wouldn’t be found by anyone casually searching for it? 
Did Lars know the case was empty? 

I shook my head, I couldn’t answer even one of those 
questions, Then a voice yelled from the next room. 

“Hey, Eve—come on and get your drink!” 

That was Tamara, bubbling over with sexual energy. I 
had lost my own feelings for fun and games. My head 
wouldn’t quit with its queries. Had someone come in here 
while we were at Saltsjobaden beach and stolen the for- 
mula? Did Lars know this would happen? Was that why 
he had cleared out, under orders, so he would not see the 
“drop” who acted as intermediary between him and his 
case officer, to protect identities? I put a hand on the door 
knob and a smile on my lips. 
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I moved into the room with a wriggle of my hips, 
laughing softly. “You’re ahead of me, both of you,” I ac- 
cused them. Their glasses were only half full of aquavit. 

My hand caught my full glass, I lifted it and swallowed. 
My eyes were on Tamara, sitting on the edge of the bed, 
legs crossed casually under her mini-skirt. Her black eyes 
challenged me, as the afternoon sunlight glinted on her 
bare white legs up to the middle of her soft thighs. 

She looked at Lars who was standing, staring at her leg 
show. There was a message in her black eyes which I was 
too dumb to read, I guess. She sighed and got to her feet, 
putting down her empty glass. 

“We shall begin now,” she murmured, and walked to- 
ward Lars. 

Her bare arms went about his neck, pulling his mouth 
down to her wide lipped kiss. I caught a flicker of her red 
tongue an instant before she drove it into his mouth. His 
hands were sliding down her back, over the mounds of her 
bottom as she jerked herself against his maleness. 

My mouth was open as I stared. Usually I am the one 
who takes the initiative, but this Tamara Norenko was 
something else again. She was acting as if she had been 
trained to act this way, to rouse a man to madness. Lars 
had hiked her short shirt up, he was cupping her bare but- - 
tocks with his big, tanned hands, urging her closer. 

She drew away and gurgled laughter. 

“He is excited my blonde one,” she breathed to me. 
“Now—while he is so wild to come at me, let us capture 
him!” 

I caught wise at last. She wanted to tie him up and tease 
him the way a teaser mare gets a stallion mad for the mare 
in the breeding corral. To me, Lars Grundvig was an 
enemy, a member of the Opposition, but he was also a 
man. 

My own personal beliefs are that where venery is con- 
cerned, sadism and masochism have no place. Unless the 
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ones concerned have a thing about their little whims, then 
it is only doing them a favor. 

Maybe Lars was something of a masochist, however. 
He had heard Tamara and he wasn’t doing anything to get 
away from her loins that were busily engaged in making 
sure his temperature stayed close to the explosion point. 
She was running her wet red tongue around her lips, she 
was starting to lift her cashmere sweater up over her loose 
black hair. 

Under the thin batiste shirtwaist, her black brassiere 
jiggled lazily. Lars was staring down at those white 
mounds barely cupped by the black nylon. He was pant- 
ing, there was a film of sweat on his forehead. He was in 
no condition to fight back. 

I stepped behind him, unbuckled his belt, pulled it out. 
I used the thin, pliable leather to fasten his wrists together 
behind his back. He was swallowing as if his throat were 
very dry. 

“The aquavit,” Tamara directed, never missing a beat 
with her gently caressing hips. 

I filled his glass, brought it to his lips. He swallowed 
gratefully. As if this were some sort of signal, as if the 
aquavit was washing away the effect of her kiss, Tamara 
broke free of his body. 

She began to undress him, unbuttoning his shirt, pulling 
it from his slacks, tearing it to get it off his tied-together 
arms. It was easier to pull down his slacks and jockey 
shorts. All he had to do was step out of them. Lars seemed 
to be in a kind of trance; this had no effect on his excite- 
ment, he was as roused as any man I’ve ever seen; it was 
just that he obeyed Tamara without question. 

Her hand pushed him toward the bed. He sat there on 
its edge, stark naked, definitely all man, and stared at 
Tamara as if she were an animal trainer and he the tame 
lion, She caught me to her, ran a hand up under my 
micro-skirt. She giggled when she found bare skin. 

“No panties? Fine. I like a girl who is ready for fun at 
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"all times.” Her fingertips explored gently, tenderly. My 
own hips began to wriggle around. Her laughter floated 
around me, 

“Look at Lars, He loves your splendid American legs in 
their nylon stockings. See how he stares.” 

I guess I was a bit of a tame lion myself, because I 
looked at Lars the way she ordered me, and found Lars 
eyeballing my legs and my bare thighs above my stocking 
vamps like he had never seen a pair of female gams be- 
fore. 

Tamara was raising my skirt. There is little left to see of 
a girl under a mini-skirt, but she was displaying me as if I 
were a girl slave about to be auctioned off to an Arab mil- 
lionaire. Her hands slithered up and down my tanned 
thighs to the pale part of my hips. She turned me and pat- 
ted my buttocks, shaking the flesh so Lars could get more 
of a charge out of it. 

“Please,” he whispered. “I’m going mad.” 

Tamara giggled and snapped my garterbelt strap so it 
stung me. I jerked and yelped. This seemed to excite Lars 
all the more because he climbed to, his feet and came 
stumbling toward me. 

The girl with the black hair put a palm to his chest and 
pushed him back onto the mattress. “You will do as you 
are told—or Eve and I will go to her room. Do you un- 
derstand?” 

Holding my dress up above my navel, Tamara urged me 
closer to the man. “See how lovely she is, Lars? You are 
going to have her before you have me.” She giggled and 
added, “You will not be worth a thing when I’m done with 
you, so have your fun with the blonde one now. After her, 
it will be my turn.” 

My female pride was stung. They don’t call me Oh Oh 
Sex for nothing. I started to tell Tamara that no man was 
ever so pooped out that I couldn’t think of a way to revive 
his interest in the Drum bod, but just as I did so, she 
pushed Lars’ head against me. 
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He began kissing my thighs very hungrily, moaning as if 
he were in pain. I rather imagine he was in pain at the 
moment, because he had been tortured for a number of 
hours—ever since I’d- walked into his rooms and crossed 
my legs, at the parking lot, in the water with two girls— 
and had had no relief. 

I shuddered to the play of his lips and tongue. 

The oral kiss is as ancient as mankind, It was known to 
the Phoenicians and to the men and women of Babylon, or 
Ur, of the almost legendary land of Shinar. The Greeks 
had a word for it, and the word was likhamzien. Ovid 
called it the sweet task, the dulce opus. The Satyricon of 
Petronius Arbiter mentions the act, performed in that 
case with a mouthful of wine. 

All through history, men and women being what they 
are, human beings have stimulated one another to more 
enjoyment of: the coital act. Used as a preliminary to love- 
making, it is a good and proper thing, say the psychiatrists 
whose province it is to examine and study human behav- 
ior. 


It was a good and proper thing as far as I was con- 
cerned. Lars had me sobbing in a few moments, and only 
Tamara, with her hands on my arms, prevented me from 
climbing all over my worshipper. 

“Soon, soon,” she kept breathing into my ear. 

“Tt better be,” I panted back, 

Her fingers were stripping me, lifting my dress up over 
my golden head as-the rest of me shook and shivered to 
the attention Lars was paying my femininity. My breasts 
bounced in my cobwebby bra, my belly was going in and 
out like a bellows, flexing and loosing the garterbelt band 
about my middle. 

I figured Tamara Norenko was getting a charge out of 
acting as animal trainer, so I let her go on with her bossi- 
ness. She was stepping around behind me, unhooking my 
bra straps, catching the thin stuff and tossing it across the 
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toom. My naked breasts wobbled firmly as my hands 
caught hold of Lars’ close-cropped blond head. 

It never occurred to me that the girl behind me might 
have a motive in her methods. I was quite content to stand 
with my thighs well apart and enjoy the devotions Lars 
Grundvig was paying me. 

Then when Tamara eased me forwards and Lars back 
onto the mattress, as she breathed little suggestions in my 
ear, I forgot completely about her. I was too interested in 
performing the rantipole-ride position of the female on 
top of the willing but supine male, to bother about my fe- 
male companion in concupiscience. 

The girl with the long black hair had the room to her- 
self. She could have killed us both, and neither Lars nor I 
would have noticed until it was too late. 
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CHAPTER FOUR 


The remainder of the night with Lars Grundvig and 
Tamara Norenko was a kooky kaleidoscope of wild and 
wonderful sensory impressions. The flapping of my but- 
tocks as I jounced up and down on Lars, the feathery 
touch of Tamara’s red fingernails along my flesh, her whis- 
pered exhortations to go on, never to stop, to outdo my- 
self in these erotic exercises, were mesmeric realities in 
which I floated like an automation. 

For a while, Tamara went away, leaving us to our own 
devices, which included the manner of the ram, the way of 
the bee, the flutterings of the butterfly. All of these are re- 
corded in the amorous annals of the Eastern erotologists, 
and to which I delighted in introducing the straining, 
grunting, panting Swede. 

His voice told me I was an houri out of Mahomet’s 
paradise, an aulimeh out of Egypt, a casse-noisette of the 
Paris streets. I took his words as a compliment to my role 
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as Oh Oh Sex, and forgot completely about’ Tamara 
Norenko. 

It was with something of surprise that I felt her soft 
palm glide down my back to my buttocks, sometime later, 
as her fingers patted me. “Let me take over now,” she 
breathed. : 

I slid the Drum bod aside, a little miffed; I could have 
gone on posting on my human horse, even though my 
whole body was wet with sex sweats, but I had to be fair 
about this. It really was her turn. 

So I sprawled on the edge of the bed, legs and arms 
flung as wide apart as I could throw them, so that Tamara 
Norenko might have room to move about. She hurled her- 
self into the frayer frenzies with a throaty cry of anticipa- 
tory pleasure. I got a look at her face, it was set in a happy 
smile and under her long black lashes, her eyes glinted 
with delight. 

I watched her big breasts jounce and bobble for a 
while, studied the in and out pumping of her mounded 
white belly, the flying mane of her ebony hair, the tighten- 
ing and loosening of her tanned thighs. She worked her 
hips like a hula dancer, back and forth, zig-a-zag. 

From time to time she let out little yelps and squeals. 

“Aieee . .. this is good, good! . . . ooooh, feel that . . . 
how it sends me way up to the sky .. . better than a meal 
at the Den Glyden Freyen... or eating a Karjalan 
piiraaka pastry at the Savoy .. . or drinking cognac at the 
Motti .. . eeeeh! eeech! eeee!” 

Her belly pumped savagely as her weight came down 
hard on the male member she had taken. Her breath gur- 
gled, her lips shone wetly in the light. 

I closed my eyes after a time. 

I dozed, and fell into a deep sleep. 

Tt was long past dawn when I woke to a room stifling 
with the smell of human sweat and the reek of vomit. I lay 
there, huddled on the edge of the bed, eyes barely open, 
letting my nostrils do the talking for my other senses. My 
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mind was slow to come back to normal. It was still re- 
membering the delights of the past evening. I lay there in a 
stupor, thinking back, until— 

I yelped and leaped from the bed. 

Something cold had touched my bare hip. 

In a flash, memory was in full gallop inside my head, as 
I landed with both bare feet on the carpet and whirled. 
Lars Grundvig was stretched out naked amid the rumpled 
covers, eyes staring blindly up at the ceiling. He was par- 
tially covered by his own vomit, his flesh was the color of 
bluish ice. He was dead.. 

I had seen another man look like this,’ in death. Henry 
Creegan. 

And Henry Creegan had died from arsenic poisoning. I 
stared around the room, whispering, “Tamara?” My hands 
went to my yellow hair, lifting it up out of my face and 
pushing it back over my skull. Tamara Norenko was no- 
where in sight. 

Could Tamara have poisoned Lars Grundvig? But if his 
body showed the effects of that poison as Henry Creegan’s 
body had done—how had she been able to do it? I wanted 
to call the police, but I would never have been able to ex- 
plain my presence in the hotel room to their satisfaction. 

Thad to get the hell out of here! 

I grabbed for my clothes. While I was snapping garter- 
belt about my middle and drawing on my stockings, I let 
my eyes walk around the room, trying to discover the hid- 
ing place where Lars Grundvig might have hidden the 
chemical formula it was my job to repossess. I slithered 
the Drum bod into my Ole Borden dress. 

Then I started to hunt. 

I went all over the hotel room and the bathroom, with- 
out luck. The formula, if it had ever been in the attache 
case, was now somewhere else. Did Tamara Norenko have 
it? And had Tamara Norenko killed Lars Grundvig—as 
she had killed Henry Creegan? I tried to think. 

Vaguely, I remembered the girl in the scarlet sweater, 
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with the long black hair, who had come down the porch 
steps of the converted brownstone building on the third 
floor of which Henry Creegan had lived, back in New 
York. Could this girl have been Tamara Norenko? I put 
my hands to my eyes, pressed down, concentrating, sum- 
moning up that almost forgotten memory. 

Tt could have been Tamara. 

I could not say for sure, but the chances were good it 
had been she who had killed my former underground film 
director. But how? Why would Henry Creegan allow her 
to massage arsenic paste into his flesh? Why would Lars 
Grundvig for that matter? I shook my head, more than 
puzzled. 

As I thought, I picked up my Wings carryall and wan- 
dered toward the door, putting ‘my hand toward the 
knob, letting my eyes assess the room once more, I could 
see nothing that looked like a hiding place, so my only 
conclusion had to be that Tamara had found the chemical 
formula—before or after she had killed Lars?—and had 
made off with it. 

My fingers tightened on the doorknob. 

It was then that I heard the footsteps. 

They were heavy steps, made by a number of men 
coming down the corridor. One of the men was saying 
something I could not quite make out. I opened the door a 
quarter of an inch, to hear better. 

“.. in the Strand Hotel? A dead man?” 

“This is what the phone call said, there was a dead man 
in room 345. As a police officer, I must check out such a 
report. Strand Hotel or not, you must surely understand 
Manager Jakobsen?” 

“Yes, yes I can understand your anxiety! But I must 
protest against any disturbance of my guests. You will go 
about it as discreetly as—” 

I closed the door. I turned tail and ran across the room 
and into the bathroom. I closed the bathroom door behind 
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me, moved to the window, and lifted it. My gaze raked the 
building front. 

A ledge no more than six inches deep ran about the 
building at this point, forming a sill for the window itself, 
becoming a part of the facade ornamention where it jutted 
from the wall. Six inches was no walkway, but it was get 
out on that ledge or be caught in room 345 with a dead 
body which I could not explain. 

My left hand went out first, then with my hands fas- 
tened to the narrow sill, I managed to slide the rest of me 
out of the narrow bathroom window. My fingers caught 
the sash bar of the opened window. I pulled myself 
upright. 

I prayed nobody would notice me from street level. 

Hands clawing at the bricks jutting from the building 
wall, I slid my toes along the ledge. I had maybe ten feet 
to travel on that slim perchway before I reached the win- 
dow into the next room. I held my breath, I fastened my 
eyes to the brickwork, I rammed my belly as close to the 
bricks as possible and slid feet along the ledge. 

I did not dare look down. 

I moved to the next window, peering in at the catch. If 
it were locked, and the police officer should note the open 
bathroom window and peer out, he would see me making 
my escape. The fact would be in the fire for fair, then. 

The catch was not locked. I wedged fingers under the 
lower sash, lifted the window and slid a nyloned leg over 
the sill. My Pappagallo shoe fumbled its sole for the toilet 
seat, then I was ducking my head in, cursing under my 
breath because I could hear voices inside the room I was 
invading. 

“Again, honey,” wheedled a girl. 

“Give a guy a chance,” muttered a male. 

“Sweetie-pie, come on,” said a different female voice. 

I pricked up my ears. Another seance a trois, which is 
the French for a triple-header on a lonely afternoon or 
evening. Was everybody going troilist in Stockholm? 


68 


There was no time to check; I was whirling and bringing 
the window down as gently as I could. A voice in the 
apartment I’d just come out of was saying, “Look at this 
open window. Maybe the killer got out this...” 

I did not wait to eavesdrop anymore. I turned, threw 
open the bathroom door and began walking through the 
hotel room as nonchalantly as if I were on Kaivokatu 
Avenue, I tried not to look, honest; I fastened my baby 
blues on the hall door and vowed to walk straight across 
the carpet ie 3 doing more than glancing at the bed 
where three naked bodies lay piled. 

One off the females gawked at me doing a double-take. 
“Jeeze Niclas—it’s your wife!” 

The male who was practically buried under the two 
female bodies merely groaned. I paused to admire the 
handiwork of my sisters under the skin while walking right 
past them toward the hall door. 

“Interesting,” I murmured, arching my eyebrows. 

The girls had him in a double leg-lock. One girl, a 
brunette in her middle thirties, was squashing his face with 
her joy spot; he could not have talked if he’d wanted to. 
The other, a blonde in her early twenties, had fastened her 
slim white legs about his middle in a scissors grip. Both 
girls were ignoring their legs grips on him, in order to pay 
attention to his Kaulos. They were busy reanimating it, one 
girl was tying a cord about the base, the idea being to keep 
the poor guy serviceable whether he wated to be or not. 
The cord would keep his flesh diffused with blood, you 
see, 

“You could kill him that way,” I murmured. 

The man muttered, “Piirko Piirko—help me!” 

I guess Piirko was his wife. With a wave of my left hand 
I opened the hall door with my right. “Sorry about that, 
honey,” I called, and slipped out into the corridor. 

My legs sprinted for room 354, 

I got inside my own room without anybody seeing me. I 
leaned my head against the cool wooden door when I 
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closed it, and took a number of deep breaths. That poor 
slob in room 347 was in trouble, but I was on a hot spot 
that made his look like strawberries and vanilla ice cream. 

I had contacted Lars Grundvig, but he had been mur- 
dered under my eyes, so I had failed to find the chemical 
formula, Tamara Norenko had that, I was betting, and 
was probably on her way to her bosses right this moment. 

My job was simple; I had to find her. 

I had no idea where to begin looking, but I knew damn 
well I had better begin fast, because by this time Tamara 
could be on a jet plane out of Stockholm, heading only 
God knew where. Me, I didn’t even know what hotel she 
had been checked into. All I really knew about her was 
that she had come walking along Saltsjobaden beach to at- 
tach herself to Lars Grundvig and me. 

It was Saltsjobaden beach, then, Maybe somebody had 
seen her, talked to her, knew her, on that stretch of white 
sands. It was damn little to go on, but it was better than 
standing here with my forehead pressed against the cool 
wooden door and telling myself I had goofed up the case. 

I had my towel and private stuff still inside my Wings 
carryall, which I’d had the presence of mind to take with 
me out of room 345. I merely got undressed, slithered a 
Riviera bikini on under my garterbelt, instead of pan- 
ties, and used the bikini cups instead of a brassiere. 

Tt was almost ten in the morning. 

I would hire a Volvo and drive to Saltsjobaden beach. I 
would wander up and down the sand asking people if they 
knew a Tamara Norenko. This was the basic idea. I 
would improve on it, if I could, as I drove through the 
Stockholm traffic. 

By the time I ate a couple of scrambled eggs plus ham 
and two cups of coffee, I was set to roll. The Volvo was 
waiting in the street, I was chockful of ideas and Saltsjo- 
baden beach was waiting. 

Three hours later, it was all ‘no joy’, as the astronaut 
boys say. I had walked my feet off, I had yakked my 
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tongue loose. Nobody but nobody knew or remembered a 
girl called Tamara Norenko. I could have bawled, except 
that I was too mad for tears. I was on an empty platform 
with the train already gone. 

I sat in the sun, thinking. 

There was something I ought to remember. Every secret 
agent worth his salt is intuitive. He learns after a while to 
trust his instincts. He gets the feel of a case, his sixth sense 
is developed by constant usage, so that when something 
happens—a word here, a fast glimpse there—a part of his 
brain records it. 

My brain had recorded something about Tamara 
Norenko, 

But—what the hell was it? 

I lay back on the beach blanket, stretching out my 38- 
22-35 bod so the Swedish sun could add its tanning pow- 
ers to my fair skin. I thought about Tamara Norenko, 
from the time she had come up to me, stark naked, in the 
salty waters off Saltsjobaden beach, until I had passed out 
on the bed. . 

I opened my eyes wide. Of course! She had said some- 
thing while bouncing up and down on top of Lars 
Grundvig. I squeezed my eyes shut, trying to bring back 
those words. 

“Ooooh, better than a meal at the Den Glydene Fre- 
den!” 

The Den Gyldene Freden! One of the more expensive 
restaurants in Stockholm where the food is nectar of the 
gods and the price list is out of this world: Tamara Noren- 
ko would dine there, she was the expensive sort. 

I bounced off the blanket and grabbed for my things. In 
an hour I would be in the Den Glyden Freden, babbling 
questions like a brook running over bottom stones. I just 
hoped I could describe Tamara so somebody like a maitre 
d’ or a waiter would recognize her. 

As if to make up for everything I’d been through lately, 
the first waiter I spoke to as I came into the three hundred 
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year old restaurant, bobbed his head affirmatively. 

“] remember her very well,” he said in his clipped Eng- 
lish, “She was very beautiful, very lovely. Not Swedish, 
nor Norwegian. Russian, I think. Long black hair—yes! 
A body to find in a dream. Yes! Oh, I remember her.” 

I beamed my best Drum smile at his face, “I don’t sup- 
pose you’di know where I could find her? She’s a dear 
friend, she told me to meet her here in Stockholm but my 
plane flight was delayed and—” 

“Find her? No. But wait—” 

He moved toward the bar, where a cut glass bowl was 
placed. The bow! was filled with forgotten gloves, cigarette 
lighters, match packets, an earring or two. Pushing his 
hand into the bowl, he turned his face toward me. 

“Our clients leave little objects, from time to time. I 
think—ja, she did. Here it is, an American Express credit 
card, made out to Tamara Norenko. She forgot it when 
she came here—we do not accept the American Express 
card—and emptied out her purse to pay cash.” 

I took the card, turning it over and over in my fingers. I 
asked, “But what good is this to me? It mentions her 
name, but there’s no address.” 

The waiter smiled pityingly. “Only two hotels in Stock- 
holm accept the American Express credit card, the Strand 
and the Diplomat. It is not much, true,” and his shoulders 
rose and fell expressively, “but it is better than nothing at 
all.” y 

I pressed a five kronor note between his fingers. 
“You're a doll,” I assured him, “It may help a lot.” 

There was no assurance that Tamara Norenko used her 
American Express credit card—which she had obviously 
applied for in the U,S.A., and where the tabs she ran up 
were paid for her by foreign consulate—at the hotel, but 
chances were good she had. Since I was registered at the 
Strand, I eliminated that hotel and headed for the Diplo- 
mat. 

The Diplomat was the bullseye in the target. 
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A pleasant old man behind the registry counter remem- 
bered her very well. She had checked out just this morning 
—she had lost her American Express credit card, and had 
to pay in cash, which annoyed her frugal little soul—and 
she had mentioned that she would not be coming back. 
Her business in town was over and done with, she had 
laughed, the man said. 

“No hint of where she was going?” I begged, getting 
desperate. 

The old man shook his head. “None at all. Sorry.” 

I could carry the ball from here. Obviously, Tamara 
Norenko would have bought herself a seat on one of the 
jet planes leaving Stockholm Airport. Chances are, she 
had telephoned for her flight ticket. Removing a fifty 
kronor note from my handbag, I advanced on the Swedish 
sweetie at the telephone switchboard. 

Her blue eyes brightened at sight of the money. “Oh, 
yes—I remember her. She is flying to Helsinki on the ten 
o'clock this morning flight. She is already gone, yes?” 

I shoved the note between her fingers and ran, 

Tt was almost two in the afternoon, A taxi got me to the 
Strand, it took me an hour to gather up my gear and make 
my own phone call to S.A.S. headquarters. S.A.S. told me 
I could be aboard a Boeing 707 by seven this evening, if I 
wanted. 

I wanted. I was nine hours behind Tamara Norenko— 
but I could make that up, with any luck, She had the 
chemical formulas it was my duty to lay hands on. My one 
worry was that she might meet her drop and turn over 
those formulas before I could get to her. 

Oh, yeah! I had one more problem. 

How did I find Tamara when I got to Helsinki? 

I thought about that during the short hop from Stock- 
holm to Helsinki Airport. I knew Tamara lived high up 
on the hog, she would probably hit either the Palace or the 
Marski hotels. I would inquire, and be guided accordingly. 

Tamara expected no pursuit, She had killed Lars 
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Grundvig—how, I didn’t know, but I would bet my repu- 
tation she had—and she had been the only one who could 
have phoned the Stockholm police. She figured I would be 
in jail unable to follow her. She had no reason to fear any- 
thing. It was the one ace up my sleeve. 

Finland is known as Suomi inside its own borders, be- 
hind which live four and a half million people. Ages ago, a 
few parties of Scythian hunters would travel its snowy 
slopes and frozen lakes, leaving no trace of their passage. 
During the long centuries of the medieval years, it was a 
refuge for Vikings and for merchants on their way to the 
trading marts of the wooden-walled Russian cities. 

Not until the middle of the twelfth century did its in- 
habitants come into contact with civilized Europe. Chris- 
tianity came to the Lapps by way of King Eric of Sweden 
who was invading Suomi for the express purpose of stop- 
ping the Viking raids the Laplanders made on his country. 
With him was Henry, bishop of Uppsala, who remained in 
Finland after the conquest, eventually to become its pa- 
tron saint. 

Finland is a land of lakes, o1 rich forests. 

Because of these natural resources, Russia began to 
take an interest in its little neighbor, an interest which has 
continued ever since. Russia fought with Sweden over this 
land which Sweden had taken over. Such great men as 
Gustavus Adolphus of Sweden and Peter the Great of 
Russia became personally involved. 

In 1809, Finland was made a grand duchy of Russia. 
Until World War I, Finland was subject to its giant neigh- 
bor, Then it won its freedom and, in 1939-1940, great 
world renown for standing up to that nation in a war dur- 
ing which Finnish hunters shot down Russian airplanes 
with rifles, 

Today, Finland is a free country. 

I like to know about the countries which I am about to 
visit for L.U.S.T. It helps me to understand the people 
better. In every Finn burns a fierce love of liberty and a 


14 


respect for sisu (the courage and determination to stand up 
against great odds), which I found myself sharing instinc- 
tively. 

The capital of Finland is Helsinki, the ‘white city of the 
north’, where the buildings—all modern, mostly brand 
new—seem to be made of light itself. Oh, yes. Finland is 
also noted for her sauna baths, one of which I meant to try 
before I left the country. 

If I ever left it, that is. 

I wasn’t going to any picnic, I knew damn well. 

Two hours after the plane wheels set me down at Hel- 
sinki airport, I was signing my Eve Drum to a registry 
book of the Palace Hotel. The Palace Hotel is magnifi- 
cent, it stands on the edge of the harbor with a stupendous 
view. Best of all, Tamara Norenko was registered here, 
too, I had to risk her seeing me in the lobby, when I 
entered. Fortunately, she was nowhere in sight. A folded- 
over fifty markkaa note won me the information that Ta- 
mara Norenko was inside the hotel—I showed the man 
her American Express card, which I was here to return to 
her—so I signed with the knowledge that my search was at 
an end. 

The pursuit would begin in earnest from here on. 

T had to learn when Tamara would leave her hotel 
room, so I might enter it and search for the hidden chemi- 
cal formulas. The way I had worked it out in my own 
mind, was that Tamara was marking time, waiting for her 
drop to appear and take the formulas. The formulas were 
either hidden in her room or on her person. 

So I had a choice. Follow her and miss the drop who 
would come to her room in her absence, or stay behind to 
search her room and miss her contact outside with the 
drop to whom she would turn over Creegan’s creation. My 
life is full of dilemmas like this. 

Tf I could make the right choice I could be in and out of 
Helsinki like a will-o’-the-wisp. But how in hell was I go- 
ing to do that? Sure, I had asked for a room facing the 
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harbor, as close to Tamara Norenko’s room as I could get. 
All I had to do was open my door, place a mirror near the 
opening—I could see the door of her room in its surface 
—and I was in business. 

Fifty-three minutes to the dot after I'd settled my rump 
in an easychair and my eyes on that mirror, Tamara 
Norenko came out of her room. She was real doll in a 
bright scarlet sweater and a plaid mini-skirt, with her 
shapely gams in patterned stockings. 

Her black hair hung down to below her shoulders as she 
moved off with swinging steps down the corridor, carrying 
a fur coat over an arm. The sight of the fur coat and the 
kneehigh boots on her feet told me that she was quite ob- 
viously going outside the hotel. 

O course, she might be only going downstairs for a box 
of chocolates, and was carrying the coat for safekeeping, 
But that eventuality would give me a very short time in, 
which to search her room for the films. I decided it would 
be better to go after her, in case she might be on her way 
to keep a rendezvous with her drop. 

I grabbed for my own coat, and ran. 

My eyes picked her up a block away, just sauntering 
along, coat collar up about her throat, pausing at times to 
stare in shop windows. I followed, mimicking her every 
pause, her every step. 

She turned in at a sauna bath. 

I hurried to catch up to her. For all I knew, this sauna 
bath bit might only be a front for the drop who was to 
take the chemical formulas from her, so I studied it as I 
trotted along behind her bouncing buttocks. 

The building was long and low, trimmed in Tudor fash- 
ion with broad brown beams and ivory stucco. There was 
a touch of neo-modernism to it too, so that it seemed like 
something Alvar Aalto, that magnificent Finnish architect, 
might have created. 

The sign read sauna bath, all right. 

The place seemed lesitimate, so I walked my body into 
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an office with a two inch beige carpet and an almost-as- 
big desk behind which sat a pretty little blonde doll. On 
either side of the desk and the blonde, two brown doors 
were clearly marked IN and OUT. 

“You would wish a sauna?” the blonde asked. 

“I would, yes. The -er- girl who just came in, I sup- 
pose she is going to have a bath, too?” 

The receptionist’s surprise was so evident, I felt like a 
damn fool. I pasted a weak smile on my lips at her sharp 
glance, and muttered something about how I thought she 
might be a friend of mine but no, it couldn’t be, I’d just 
gotten off a plane and it would be too much of a coinci- 
dence, 

The blonde smiled, somewhat reassured. 

“You will enjoy,” she told me as I got out some money. 

I went through the IN door, 

A stout lady in a white smock met me with head bob- 
bings and a big smile. She took the ticket I handed her and 
ushered me along a narrow corridor into a disrobing 
room. My heart was in my mouth at first, because I was 
afraid I would run smack-bang into Tamara Norenko. 

Instead of Tamara, a woman in her late thirties was sit- 
ting on one of the twin benches in the room. She was sit- 
ting there in a black girdle and black nylons with her shoes 
still on. A black lace brassiere contained heavy white 
breasts. Her arms were bent behind her as she tried to 
unsnap the bra hooks. 

She nodded and smiled in friendly fashion. 

I figured they did things differently in Europe than in 
the States, so I grinned back, tossed my coat over a hook 
and bent and lifted my mini-dress up and off over my 
golden locks, If this matron didn’t care whether I saw her 
in the buff, well, hell! Neither did I. 

Her eyes kind of glowed when they ran up and down 
my nakedness. I was wearing nylons and a garterbelt, with 
the bikini cups up around my size 38s. I grinned at her 
and undid the catch. My breasts fell out, shaking a little. 
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The woman licked her lips, staring at them. 

T thought, Oh God! Not a lesbian. Not now! 

I felt like telling her I had a job to do and beside I 
wasn’t in any mood for lady love. She turned her soft, pale 
back and showed me the difficulty she was having with the 
snaps. 

“Could you help me, please?” 

I wanted to get out there in the bath part of this place, 
where I could keep an eye on Tamara Norenko, but I had 
to be polite. I went to stand close behind her and reaching 
over, undid the snaps. At the same time I felt her brush 
her cheek against my naked thigh. 

I pretended nothing had happened. I sat down on my 
own bench and unclasping my garters, rolled down my 
hose. The woman kept looking, and her tongue went 
around her big lips, making them shiney. 

“This is my first time in a sauna,” I said, trying to take 
her mind off what she was thinking. As if I didn’t have 
enough troubles. All I needed was a lesbian hanging 
around me. 

“T will show you the way,” she bubbled happily. 

She sprang up, her big blue-veined breasts bouncing, 
and began wriggling out of her black girdle. When it was 
down to her hips so I could see a few hairs of her pube- 
scence, she sighed and bent over to undo her garters. 

I guess she figured she was. putting on a show for me. 
Well, maybe she was, and at another time I might have 
been interested. They don’t call me Oh Oh Sex for nothing 
at L,U.ST. headquarters. But right now, Tamara Norenko 
was the only female for whom I had eyes. 

I bounced up, stark naked, and ran out into the corri- 
dor. 

The matron gave me a sad, soulful look, as if I had be- 
trayed her. The mother type in the white smock came 
tushing up, a delighted grin on her lips. 

“You do good, no shame. Good. Many people come, 
afraid to show their bodies,” she went on, shooing me 
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ahead of her toward a big oaken door. “Never be shamed 
of the body. Body is what we make it. Besides,” she 
laughed gaily “sauna bath fix everything wrong with it.” 

She pushed open the oak door. A cloud of steam came 
out and wrapped itself around me. I ran into the room, 
covered with instant sweat. 

Also, instant blindness. The steam was so thick I 
cou'dn’t see my hand in front of my face, as those old Lit- 
tle Orphan Annie jokes used to put it. Tamara Norenko 
couldn’t possibly see me in here, unless I sat rumps beside 
her, Arms stretched out in front of me, I staggered about 
until my knees smacked into a wet wooden bench. 

I sat down and tried to go on breathing. 

The sauna bath is a peculiarly Finnish institution. No- 
body knows just when the first sauna bath originated. 
Maybe the Scythians, those half-mythical riders of these 
northern lands, began them; maybe it was some kind of 
medieval torture, at the beginning. 

The idea is quite simple. You sit down.on a bench. 
There is a trough of red-hot stones set out before you—or, 
in the case of the sauna such as I was in, in long dry sinks 
running all around the room—and there is an attendant or 
a number of attendants who splash water-over these red- 
hot stones to make steam. The steam rises up until it fills 
every crack and crevice in the room, and in you as well. 

You sweat, Like man, I ran rivers from my flesh. 

After the sweat leaves you limp, you run out in the 
snow and take a dive in all that cold white stuff. If you are 
still alive, you stagger back and try to get warm. Of course, 
we didn’t have heaps of snow to go rolling naked in, at 
' this city sauna. They had ice-cold showers. The same idea, 
only slightly more civilized. 

I was sitting naked and oozing on the wet-slick wooden 
bench, hunting through the mist for Tamara. Instead of my 
seeing her, she found me, in a manner of speaking. 

She came walking through the fog, hands out, right at 
me. I sat there frozen, not daring to move. Any quick mo- 
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tion on my part would have called her attention to me. 
Then my Sapphic girl friend came to the rescue. 

Cooing, “Darling!” she ran between Tamara and me. 

“I knew I'd find you in here,” she gurgled, bending in 
front of me to let me see her big breasts and stiffened nip- 
ples. I stared at them happily, knowing that all Tamara 
Norenko could see was her pale white back. Through the 
steam I saw La Norenko veer off and move toward anoth- 
er bench. 

I dragged the woman down beside me, “Just call me 
Gertrud,” she breathed happily letting her breasts rub 
against my arm as she leaned all over me. 

“You're a living doll, Gertrud,” I smiled. Tamara had 
not seen me. I could make out her naked body dimly 
through the mists and so could keep an eye on her. I owed 
it all to my lesbic lady friend. 

“I was afraid you didn’t like me,” she pouted, “You 
kind of ran out of the cubicle on me.” 

“T like you lots,” I protested. “I didn’t want to get into 
any trouble, With the police, you know.” 

“Oh, pooof! Don’t worry about that. I bribe the girls 
well, They will not tell. Nor am I the only one. Some of 
these city saunas are frequented by girls like you and me.” 

I bet. While she was talking, under pretense of wiping 
away sweat from my body she was giving my breasts a 
pretty good going-over. I cannot deny, as George Wash- 
ington may have put it, that she rattled my cherry tree 
for me. My nipples got big and stood up, and my hips 
began a kind of reflex-action squirming 

Gertrud giggled, “I love to tease in the sauna, Sauna 
means ‘steam bath’ in Finnish, you know. The word for 
the roll in the snow is piehtarioda. Now let’s go up a 
bench or two, It’s always better near the top. Hotter. More 
steam. I can make a girl faint with pleasure, up there near 
the roof.” 0 

These benches, I was beginning to notice, now that my 
eyes were more accustomed to the steam, were arranged 
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much like the seats of an amphitheatre. They formed a 
big circle, with four layers to the benches. Naturally up on 
the topmost tier of benches, close to the ceiling, the steam 
gathers at its thickest. 

I protested—I didn’t want to lose sight of Tamara 

Norenko—at being led so high up. Gertrud merely 
shushed me and when I stepped onto a higher bench kiss- 
ed my right buttock. She was a smooth deft worker. I'd 
bet she had a lot of sauna scalps to hang up in her pussycat 
pad. 
To my delight Tamara Norenko also came up a bench, 
She sat there hunched over, her hands clasped, her elbows 
resting on her soft thighs, staring dazedly off into space. 
She was gnawing on her lower lip with her fine white 
teeth; she looked damn worried about something. 

Tt was becoming more difficult to concentrate on Ta- 
mara because Gertrud was getting more intimate. She was 
openly caressing me now, she was beginning to pant. I 
could not push her away, I was afraid she might cry out, 
which would make Tamara look at us. 

So I sat there with my thighs apart and let Gertrud have 
her kicks. Up to a point, that is. Because I used the ma- 
tron as a cover for my presence didn’t mean I wasn’t going 
to ditch her when La Norenko went strolling off. 

I quivered and quaked a little, I admit. Gertrud was one 
lethally loving lesbian. Her lips were suction discs that 
drew the libido into a shaking mass of joy jelly, her 
fingertips were frantic feathers sliding like kisses up and 
down my inner thighs and across my rippling belly. 

' She was kneeling between my widened thighs, head 
bent. My fingers were tangled in her hair, I was moaning. 

Then I saw Tamara glance at us. 

My head went down. My blonde hair limp and bedrag- 
gled in this steamy air fell down to hide my features. Ta- 
mara gasped, opened her mouth, and brought her hand up 
to her breasts, Watching us she began to shake them gent- 
ly. 
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Through the partings in my golden mane, I stared at her 
Was this how she got her jollies? By her lonesome, maybe 
looking at what went on between some females at a sauna 
bath? We were all pretty high up, there was nobody else 
around, 

Maybe she even knew Gertrud, if she had come here 
before. I doubted it, really but it was possible. At any 
rate, I guess she knew the score at some of these saunas. 
She was ready to take advantage of the situation, at any 
rate. 

She was pulling at her thick nipples, squeezing. Her 
eyes stared as if mesmerized at Gertrud and me, Then she 
gasped, her head went back, her eyes closed and she put 
her hands between her thighs. She crossed her legs at the 
ankles and her hips went wild. She was going to fall off the 
wet bench if she went on gyrating like that, I thought. 

My own thighs tightened. Gertrud groaned, 

Tamara gave a little cry. 

She sat there huddled over, for several moments, I 
knew she would get up then and’ make a dash for the cold 
showers. I had to follow her, but not close enough to be 
recognized, One thing I felt certain about, however: she 
had not passed the films to a drop, unless her drop chanced , 
to walk into her undressing cubicle. And I doubted that. 
It seemed to me the girl was just here for fun and games. 

She walked off unsteadily into the fog. 

I waited a little while, then pulled free. 

“The showers,” I whispered. 

“You go ahead, honey,” Gertrud breathed. “I'll just 
stay here and—er—look around.” 

For more girls? It made no never mind to me, I got up 
and went down the benches as best I could, then headed 
for the showers. 

At least, I started for the showers. Before I got to them 
a hand grabbed my wrist and a woman in a damp slip that 
was damn near transparent in the steam, threw me down 
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on a low table. There were other tables here, with naked 
women on them. 

Other women, garbed like the female who had grabbed 
me, were beating them with birch twigs. There was 
a pungent bayleaf smell in the air. 

I would have fought, but I remembered this twig-beat- 
ing was a big part of the sauna bath. It has something to 
do with the circulation of the blood. I lay there and got 
birch-whipped, and I must admit it felt damn good. It left 
my skin very perfumey, too. 

The whipper hauled me up, gave me a last clout on the 
buttocks with the twigs and laughed, “The basins, honey.” 

I washed at earthenware basins filled with warm water. 
T used a couple of the paper sponges a girl handed me to 
wipe away all excess sweat and broken leaves, 

Then I ran into the showers. 

I damn near died under that icy downpour. I opened 
my mouth to yell but my vocal chords were seemingly fro- 
zen. I stood there and suffered and after a time the suffer- 
ing changed to a feeling of total well being, I hadn’t felt so 
alive, so vital, in ages, 

I staggered from the showers, dried myself off, and 
walked on air toward my dressing cubicle. Every farm- 
stead in Finland has its own sauna bath building, and now 
I knew why. The sauna bath was the greatest thing for 
making a body feel great since God created men and 
women, ; 

My feet danced me out of the sauna bath building half a 
block behind Tamara Norenko. She was headed for the 
hotel. I would have loved to head for a discotheque, to 
frug and fish away some of my excess energy, but I had a 
job to do. 

I waited until Tamara got into the elevator, then I 
headed for the stairs. I didn’t want to get to our floor be- 
fore she did. I took a peek before stepping into view. 
Tamara’s behind was wigwagging into her doorway about 
sixty feet away. 
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I seated myself in the easychair and arranged the mirror 
once again. I was disciplining my tingling nerve-ends to 
be patient when she opened the door and came out, this 
- time wearing bright yellow knit tights and a jacket by Mi- 
chele Rosier. The jacket had a head-fitting hood which 
lay on the back of her neck at the moment. In her hands 
Tamara carried ski goggles and cable-knit gloves. Her feet 
were encased in ski boots. ~ 

I grinned like the fabled Cheshire cat. 

She was going skiing, obviously. An hour bus trip from 
Helsinki put you down at Nuuksio, where there is always 
skiing at this time of year, She could be going to Hyvinkas, 
too, but that was a train trip, and she didn’t seem quite 
dressed for that long a journey. 

I waited until she was gone, then I got out the little bur- 
glar kit I always carry with me on assignments, and head- 
ed across the hall. In my earlier years, since my father is 
a locksmith and has taught me all he knows about locks, 
bits and bolts, I toyed with the idea of becoming Penelope 
Courage, girl safe-cracker. 

As aL.U,S.T. lady I get all the thrills of being Penelope 
Courage anybody could ask. With a quick glance up and 
down the hall, I bent to fit a special key into the lock. One 
quick flip of the wrist, and I was inside. 

Tt took me an hour and a half to search her room. I was 
that thorough. The formula was not in here, I sagged to 
the edge of the bed and let my stare wander about the 
room. There was no other place to look, I had covered 
everything but the underside of the wallpaper, I had 
opened the windows and checked the building walls for 
anything thrust into a crack or taped to the windowsill. I 
had removed paintings and shaken out vases, I had prac- 
tically rebuilt the bed. Nothing, a big fat nothing! 

My stare went into the bathroom. The Palace Hotel 
has sixty-three rooms, each fitted with a private bath or 
shower. This one was the bath type. I sighed and got to 
my feet. I might as well finish up the job. 
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The bathroom proved an utter blank. 

“Damn!” I breathed, on the verge of defeat. 

Tamara Norenko had to have the formulas! I had made 
sure that Lars Grundvig did not have them. Unless, of 
course, I’d made the big boo-boo at the Stockholm air- 
port, when I’d watched Lars Grundvig pick up Sven’s at- 
tache case, in a trade for his own. 

If that was the case, it was thirty for me. 

The end, as the newspaper boys put it. 

I stared down into the washbowl of the old-fashioned 
sink, I told myself the hiding place had to be somewhere 
in the hotel room. Tamara Norenko was no genius, I could 
out-think her in spades, hearts, clubs and diamonds. So 
think, girl! I put my hands on the edge of the sink and 
leaned over it. I used the bright chrome polish of the 
drain-cap to try and hypnotize myself into a sudden surge 
from my think tank, 

Then it dawned on me. 

“Stupid, stupid, stupid,” I screeched. 

There is a trap below the drain, put there to catch wom- 
en’s hair when they washed their flowing locks, to pre- 
vent the hair from blocking the pipes. There was a chance 
that Tamara had removed the drain by unlocking the lock- 
bar and lifting out the entire drain apparatus. 

I knelt down, looked in back of the sink. I unscrewed 
the lock-bar cap. I pulled back the locking bar. I got back 
to my feet. I used my fingernails to get under the drain and 
lift it. The whole section came up. 

A little metal cylinder hung by a thin wire from the 
trap. I damn near fainted with delight. The formula films 
would be in there, I hoped. I grabbed for the cylinder, 

. opened its end, 

There were two tiny sheets of micro-film inside it. I got 
them out with a lockpick, and held them to the light, Each 
film was the duplicate of the other. I had the formulas in 
my pudgy little paws. For what was down on this Kodak 
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celluloid, men had died. And a whole lot more men would 
die if I didn’t get this back to Stateside pronto. 

It was then that I heard a key in the corridor door. 

I froze for a moment, then my blood started flowing 
again. I opened the medicine cabinet door, thrust the films 
through the slot for rusty razors. Then I bent, fitted the 
drain back into place, knelt, thrust the locking-bar back 
into place and tightened the lock-cap. 

I stepped into the bedroom. 

The corridor door was opening. 
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CHAPTER FIVE 


A big man with a broad, Slavic face stood there gawk- 
ing at me. I gawked back at him, seeing a second face 
appear over his right shoulder. These were big boys, a 
corner of my mind told me, about six-one or six-two 
each, and their shoulders were disturbingly broad. 

“What are you doing here?” one man said. 

“Dal Who are you? What do you want?” said the 
other. | 

They spoke in Russian, but us L.U.S.T. ladies can talk 
all sorts of languages, up to a point. I waved my burglar 
kit around in the air and said, “I’m the lady plumber, 
mac.” j 

That popped the cork from the bottle. The inside man 
bellowed and came for me, both ham-like hands spread 
wide, fingers outstretched. He was a blond guy about thir- 
ty-five or so, I’ve already hinted he looked like an Olym- 
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pic weight-lifter. Mister outside was coming inside, to add 
his muscles to the argument. 

My own hands shot out, I closed my fingers about the 
first man’s thick wrist and at the same time whirled on my 
Pappagallos so I could give his front my hip. My arms 
yanked down and mister inside went up into the air. 

His screech filled the room with terror. 

J swung back and lowered my head. I dove for mister 
outside like a Big Ten blocking back. Just as the crash of 
splintering furniture filled the room—when my first oppo- 
nent landed upside-down on a chair, shattering it—I 
thudded into a pair of legs that felt like solid concrete. 

Thit the carpeting with my belly. 

Mister outside fell over me, whumping the carpeting 
with his chest. I scrambled to my hands and knees, hunt- 
ing purchase for a sprinting start to the door. Behind me I 
could hear one man cursing, the other sobbing. 

A hand closed down on my ankle. It felt like an iron 
vise. I bumped, I scratched at the carpeting wth a foot and 
two hands, but I was anchored fast. 

So I flipped over onto my back and rammed the sole of 
my Pappagallo into the face of the Slav who held me. He 
grunted in pain, I kicked him again. Blood showed where 
my heel rammed into his nose. I was lifting my foot to bop 
him a third time when his fingers loosed their grip. 

I could see mister inside crawling from the wrecked 
furniture, starting upward, staggering a little as he made it 
to his feet. His pig eyes were searching me out, finding me 
flat on my back trying to inch backwards toward the door, 

He came for me, snarling and slobbering. 

There are certain judo defenses for a man when he is 
down. I was down, my behind and the back of my head 
were touching the carpeting, so I lifted my legs. My arms 
went out to either side of me, so I could pivot and hold my 
attacker off. 

Unfortunately for me, there were two attackers, Mister 
outside was getting over his bloody-nose pains, he had 
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risen to his hands and knees. He snarled, “Get between 
her and the door, Ivan.” 

While I kept one man at bay, Ivan did what he was told. 
He shut the door and planted his spine against it. From 
the door, he growled, “Now get her, Oleg!” 

Oleg leaped for me, I raised my feet, took him in the solar 
plexus, between his rib cage and his belt buckle, The air 
whooshed from his lungs as he fell on top of me, He must 
have weighed about two-fifty. He damn near crushed me 
to death as he landed. 

I was wriggling out from under him when movement 
from the corners of my eyes told me not to forget Ivan. He 
was leaping from the door, swinging a heavy shoe in an 
even heavier foot at my blonde head. My hands reacted 
instinctively, they shot up, caught his shoe and twisted. 

Ivan yelled, turned in mid-leap. He could not check his 
forward progress, he had put too much energy into it. 
When his right leg turned on him, he lost the footing of 
his left. He seemed to hang in the air a second, then land- 
ed heavily on his left side. 

Oleg aimed a fist at my belly. 

At the moment I was stretched full length with my arms 
above my head, my hands just coming free of the heavy 
boot I had been turning. I had no way to defend myself. 
That concrete-like fist slammed into me hard. 

I thought he’d used a sledge hammer, at first. I lay there 
gasping for breath, seeing the Milky Way galaxy of stars 
circling around my head. I was sick and dizzy. 

I was mad, too. 

These big lugs deserved all they got. I think I was 
weeping a little by this time, too, in female rage and frus- 
tration. I had put my fingers on those formulas, they had 
been as good as on their way to the U.S.A., when Ivan and 
Oleg had come barging in. 

Being a clever girl, I had figured out these Slavic stiffs 
were the drops for Tamara Norenko. They thought I had 
the formula films. They wanted to take them away from 
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me. So far, good enough—but why hadn’t Tamara herself 
shown up? 

I didn’t have too much time to do any thinking, I was 
too busy getting my breath and lashing out with a foot or a 
fist at the grinning hyenas who were recovering their own 
strenoth as they saw me lose mine. They were al! over me, 
now. Each man had a wrist fastened between the fingers of 
his two hands and was swinging me this way and that, get- 
ting me off my feet and running with my flopping body 
across the room. They stopped their forward progress 
about a foot from the wall. 

They let me go on, swinging me like a stuffed doll. 

I tried to turn my head, but I couldn’t turn it far 
enough. My noggin rammed the wall. I sagged in their 
grips, but they weren’t satisfied, 

They ran me back the other way and drove my skull 
into that wall. My legs were rubber, I was out on my feet. 
A girl can take only just so much of this kind of thing. 

Somebody knocked on the door. 

A frightened chambermaid was standing at the doorway 
when Oleg opened the door. She asked what the trouble 
was, and should the hotel send for the police. Oleg told 
her to get lost, they were dealing with a maniacal woman 
and they were going to send for an ambulance. 

My lips and tongue tried to call out, but I could scarcely 
mumble. The girl at the door ran off down the hall. Oleg 
closed the door and moved toward the telephone on the 
night-table. I could hear the dial clicks as Ivan let me sag 
down out of his hands to land on the floor at his feet. 

I was one pooped-out pussycat. 

Vaguely, I was aware that Oleg was ordering a doctor 
and an ambulance. I had some kind of idea that I would 
be safe in a hospital, that there was no sense fighting 
these Slavic slobs any more. 

Somebody lifted me and tossed me onto the bed. 

I guess I dozed, 
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My eyelids went up when somebody rubbed some- 
thing wet on my left arm. I saw a man bending over me, 
scowling intently at my veins. The bit of wet cotton he 
tossed aside, he reached for a hypodermic needle. 

“Oh, no,” I whispered, getting the idea. 

His dark eyes touched mine, He nodded. “We are tak- 
ing you out unconscious, on a stretcher. In an ambulance 
we will deliver you to safekeeping.” 

“T'll bet,” I whispered. 

The only thing that kept me going was the knowledge 
that nobody but yours truly knew the formula films were 
in the old razors compartment of the hotel bathroom, I 
had that one thing up my sleeve and I meant to keep my 
advantage. I could not fight the needle that poured the 
drug into my veins, so I relaxed and let go of the whole 
world. 

I knew nothing of the ambulance that pulled up to the 
front of the hotel, or of ‘the interns who lifted me and 
placed me on a stretcher, covered by a sheet. My inert 
body was taken down in an elevator, carried across the 
hotel lobby, and pushed inside the ambulance. 

I didn’t even hear the siren. 

When I did wake up, I was in a room that looked as if it 
were part of a hospital ward. The walls were white stucco, 
bare. The one window was barred on the inside, covered 
with thick glass on the outside. The glass Jet in the light 
but it was so thick I could see nothing beyond it. The bed 
was a plain iron one. There was a rocking chair in the 
room. Beside the bed and its small serving table, that was 
it. 

I went back to sleep. 

Two nurses woke me sometime late. They were big, 
husky females, the type one finds as shotputters on the 
Russian Olympic women’s team, They had doughy faces 
without expression. They told me to get up and strip 
down. 
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When I was naked, one of them tossed me a hospital 
smock to cover my nudity. They kept looking at me ea- 
gerly, as if they expected me to put up the same sort of 
fight against them I had put up against Oleg and Ivan. 
Not me. I was too smart for that. Even if I knocked them 
out, what good would it have done me? I was going to 
play this one cool. 

To tell the truth I was scared witless. 

I have heard and read about torture chambers, and my 
female intuition told me I was in a modern, ultra-func- 
tional torture chamber. Oh, the mean stuff had not begun 
as yet, the boys were only waiting until I was my little old 
self again before starting their gruesome games. They 
wanted me to be healthy enough to endure what they had 
in mind. 

The story of man’s inhumanity to man had always 
appalled me. The lengths to which some men will go to 
bring pain to another is sickening. I knew all this before I 
became a lady from L.U.S.T. The coin had come up tails 
for me, however; I was now a prisoner and I was subject 
to their terrors. 

The stories of the torture pens when the Nazis were in 
France, the tales of Juan Domingo Peron and his Special 
Services, the butcher camps of Belsen Auschwitz and 
Treblinka, are all part of the pattern. Let us not forget the 
labor camps of Russia, where political prisoners and other 
so-called undesirables are sent to slave away their lives 
at sub-zero temperatures. 

I waited, shaking all the time, for my captors to come 
for me. I knew these were no string-her-up-and-whip- 
her-boys, they were far too clever for that. Their tortures 
would be refined; I hoped I could hold out. If I could not, 
it was into the frying pan for fair. 

They came an hour and a half later, two big men and 
two female nurses. One of the nurses snarled at me when I 
didn’t obey her order to hop right out of bed, and slapped 
me. I dodged and slapped back. 
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She ducked. All I did was knock her white cap off. 

One of the men growled, “Stop that! Ludmilla, no more 
brutality. We do not want to mark her up.” 

“Suppose I won’t go?” I asked. 

“You will go, you will go,” he nodded confidently, 

I decided not to get him mad, too. I shrugged a 
shoulder and walked along on my bare feet behind the 
two nurses with the men bringing up the rear. All I had 
on was the smock, that went on over my front and was 
tied by thongs in the back of me. Under it I was stark 
naked. The smock didn’t meet by a good ten inches, so I 
guess I was giving the men a tantalizing view of my 
Tear-end. : 

We passed a door marked: ROOF. Then we were en- 
tering between two big glass doors which opened wide and 
stayed open until we passed through the doorway, thanks 
to an electric eye beam. Behind these glass doors was a 
kind of maze of corridors and walls, the smooth blank 
white symmetry of which was broken every now and then 
by a door set flush to the wall. I was marched to a door 
marked G. 

The door was opened by one of the muscular female 
nurses. Inside the room a man sat behind a table, palms 
fiat on the tabletop, staring at me with pale blue eys, His 
blond hair was in a butch cut. He was beefy, straining the 
material of his shirt and suit with his over-fed body. There 
was a big diamond stickpin in his black tie. 

“Ahh, the lady plumber. Good. Come in.” 

I was pushed forward so I stood directly before the 
desk, My face was as expressionless as I could make it. I 
stared at the wall over his head—there were framed pic- 
tures of Karl Marx and Joseph Stalin there with a Russian 
' flag between them—and prayed for courage. 

“Who is Tamara Norenko?” the man snapped. 

“T never heard of her,” I answered. 
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“Was I? I must have lost my way.” 

His face beamed. “This attitude will get you nowhere, 
We shall be forced to use rather painful methods of con- 
vincing you that telling the truth will be infinitely easier on 
you than stalling this way. 

“Not that stalling will bother us. We have plenty of 
time, here in these rooms. You have disappeared from the 
face of the world, in effect, when you come inside here.” 

“T have nothing to say,” I murmured. 

Again I got that big, beaming smile. The man was a 
sadist, he would have been disappointed if I’d tried to 
babble all I knew. He wanted to apply pressure to my 
bodily pain points, and he wanted to linger over them. 

He said softly, “Let us see what we have to work 
on, Ludmilla. Take off that shapeless garment she is wear- 
ing.” 

I felt two tugs at my back, and cold air sliding all over 
my posterior, The other nurse—Matilde—snatched at the 
loose sleeves and yanked the smock from my body. I stood 
before my interrogator stark naked. I did nothing to hide 
myself from his view. I did not consider myself a person: 
right now, I was a dumb animal. 

“Such nice soft flesh,” he muttered, eyes going all over 
me. “It would truly be a shame to spoil that beauty. So I 
think we will have to devise something extra special in 
speech seduction for you. If you will walk into the next 
room?” 

His hand waved at a black door. One of the male nurses 
—or doctors I was not sure which they were—opened it 
for me. I hesitated the fraction of a second; I understood 
that this second room was the torture chamber itself. 

I was right. There was a table in the middle of the 
white-walled room, there was a battery of lights directly 
above the table, and against the left-hand and right-hand 
walls were rolling eléctri-torture gadgets. Thick cables 
were plugged into special sockets in the walls. 
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My knees went watery. I tried to swallow, my mouth 
was too dry. One of the female nurses, I believe it was 
Ludmilla, chuckled with pleasure at the sight of my terror. 
Her hand came to the middle of my back, pushing me to 
hurry me. 

The two men and two women grabbed me, swung me 
up onto the table. One of them busied herself fastening my 
wrists to metallic straps on either side of the table; one of 
the men attached my ankles. Matilde covered me with a 
sheet. The other man lifted a pail full of water. 

I knew then I was in for it. They were going to use 
electricity on me, and electricity travels better through a 
wet than a dry body. The sheet would be saturated, elec- 
trodes would be applied, and I would start screaming. I 
closed my eyes, I tried to pray, but my lips were quivering 
so much I could not say a word, 

The man who had been behind the desk came forward, 
smiling down at me. “I am Alexei Krukyev. I am the 
commandant of the entire—ah—rehabilitation program. 
It is a great honor for you to have me here, to listen to 
your confession. I want you to understand this before we 
begin. Consider me your father confessor. I am sympa- 
thetic, understanding. I am your friend.” 

“Some friend!” 

“Some friend? Yes, I—oh! An Americanism. You are 
being ironic. It is too bad, but there is probably only one 
way to convince you. I will go into the next room. When 
you want me to come talk to you, tell these others, who 
are also your friends—but in a different sort of way.” 

He walked from the room. Ludmilla closed the door, 
One of the men lifted the pail of water and poured it 
slowly over me, from my neck down to my feet. It was 
ice-cold water, it plastered the sheet to my naked body. I 
shivered and shivered. 

Electrodes were fastened to my nipples, to my ears; and 
to my fingers. Matilde stood by the machine, her fat hand 


95 


on the switch. At a word from the man who had fastened 
the electrodes, she yanked the lever. 

Agony lanced throughout my body. 

I bumped and bucked all over that table, the locked 
straps flapping wildly as I tried to free myself from this 
modern torture-method, It may not sound like too much, 
this electrical torture, but if you have never had it done to 
you, you cannot possibly imagine the pain it causes. I was 
screaming thickly, my body was flopping up and down, 
back and forth. I was one demented doll. 

After a time they stopped. 

I was covered with sweat, as well as water. When 
Ludmilla and Matilde unstrapped my feet, I thought this 
was the end of it. Not on your life. Each woman grabbed 
one of my legs and bent them back and apart. The two 
males were given a perfect view of that which made me a 
woman. 

“No, please! Oh, God—no!” 

I guess that was me talking, it sounded like my voice. 
My tormentors paid no attention. One of the men stepped 
forward and fastened an electrode clamp on the lips of my 
privacy. 

The lever was pulled down. 

I erupted like a geyser under pressure. It took both 
women and both men to hold me down, so savage 
were my animal attempts to escape the red-hot agony. I 
wept, I screamed, I begged. 

White fire ran up and down my body . . . my head was 
a blob of exploding red . . . my veins were purple snakes 
writhing and slithering like reddened branding irons all 
over my interior. . . a hammer fell on my skull , . . pincers 
tore at ligaments . . . saws scraped along my every 
bone... . 

My mouth was wide open. Some animal was screeching 
through it. Me? I did not know, I was in a bed of agony 
and I had no mind. Only very dimly was I aware that the 
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men and women were laughing at my contortions that 
caused my body to slip and slide around on that table like 
a crazy woman having a spell. 

Finally, I fainted. 

Tears were running down my cheeks when I came to. 
Alexei Krukyev was bending above me, a happy smile on 
his face. “Now you believe what I have been telling you, 
da? We have ways, in our rehabilitation center. You have 
experienced just one of them. There will be others, until 
we make a true believer out of you.” 

His hand patted my belly. “It would be a shame to 
mark up this so beautiful body, you understand. I do not 
want to do that. So to give you time to think things over, I 
am ordering you sent back to your room.” 

Hands were raising me from the torture table to the 
floor, I could not stand up, my legs simply crumbled be- 
neath me. I was moaning steadily. Ludmilla and Matilde 
flanked me, a hand on my arm and under my armpit, Be- 
tween them I dragged my toes along the cold floor as they 
hurried me through the corridors back to my little cubicle. 

I heard no sound, other than the pantings of the beefy 
amazons on either side of me, and the faint scrape of my 
toenails on the tiling. Krukyev had said something about 
soundproofed rooms. Only the corridors were not sound- 
proofed, I gathered. The KGB—if this was the spy agency 
behind this pain palace—had spent millions of markkaas 
on its little project. I doubted if the Helsinki police even 
dreamed of its existence. 

They opened the door of my room and threw me in. My 
body hit the floor and bounced. They closed the door and 
left me lying there. 

I wanted to die. I hurt all over. 

They sent me no doctors, they did nothing to alleviate 
my agony. I fell asleep after a while, mercifully. I do not 
know how long I slept. When I woke there was a pewter 
tray with a bowl of soup and some black bread on it, and a 
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glass of milk. I wanted to make like a real heroine and ig- 
nore the food. I decided it wasn’t my day for heroics and 
crawled on my naked belly to the bowl and wolfed down 
the potato soup. To my surprise it was delicious. 

The distorted glass window to the outside world was 
dark, That meant night time, in the great Out There. The 
whole place was as quiet as a tomb. I would have crawled 
over to the bed and laid down on it, but the bed was no 
longer there. As a matter of fact there was no furniture at 
all except a clothes tree, standing like a barren pine in the 
exact middle of the room. 

I sat and looked at my clothing in dumb despair for half 
an hour. To me they were the badges of my liberty, gar- 
terbelt and all, Oh, the minds behind these torture cell 
walls were sly, insidious, They reasoned, I would look at 
my clothes and I would remember how pretty I had been 
in them, and then I would break. 

I would stare down at myself and see the dirty, wet, 
sodden blob I had become. Being a female I would weep 
for what had been, It would be but a short step from 
weeping to talking, the way Alexei Krukyey thought. The 
only trouble with his thinking was, I got mad instead. 

“The hell with you,” I snarled. 

I got to my feet and walked around the room. It hurt at 
first but when my blood got properly circulating, I felt a 
lot better. I thought as I strolled around the room, and I 
remembered something. 

There was a door along the corridor marked: ROOF. 

This meant I was on the topmost floor of the building. 
Since no building in Helsinki is higher than eight or nine 
stories, I was up maybe four or five. Too damn high to 
jump to the ground, that was for sure. But I knew damn 
well I had no chance at all to leave this place by the 
ground floor, where the guards would be stationed. 

I tried my door. It was locked. 

With quivering fingers, I lifted my pocketbook off the 
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clothes-tree hook, fumbling inside it. Bless those clever 
-Russians! They had returned everything to me—except 
my burglar kit, of course—but among the odds and ends 
in my handbag I carry an emery board that has a thin bit 
of very tough, flexible plastic as a spine. It was made to 
my precise orders by L.U.S.T. technicians, 

I slid out the plastic and knelt at the door. In a few sec- 
onds I had pried the lock-bolt open with the plastic strip. 
Pressing in the unlock button, I put the plastic back inside 
the emery board. I glanced up and down the corridors, 
which were completely empty. Naked, I darted out on 
bare feet and ran around the corner. 

The door to the roof was ten feet away. 

I made it, opened and closed the door and leaned 
against it. It was cold here in this big room where the 
Stairs led up to the rooftop itself. There were oxygen 
tanks, tanks of other chemicals and gases stored here, plus 
some medical supplies. After all, they do have to keep a 
victim alive if they want him to talk, so many of these 
torture chambers have one or two physicians in residence. 

I ran up the stairs. 


The rooftop was a wasteland of flurrying snow and a 
chill gale sweeping it. I was freezing as it was, but I had to 
run out there and take a look-see, to check where I was in 
Helsinki if I could, and if there was even the slightest 
chance of making a getaway. 

So I ran naked across the roof to its edge. The roof 
was flat; from its raised edge I could make out the Nation- 
al Museum and the House of Parliament some distance 
away. Closer at hand was a small part, off to my right. To 
my left was the curving rooftop of a small apartment 
building. The roof was maybe twenty feet from the torture 
building roof, and dotted with tall chimneys belching 
smoke, 

I could never jump twenty feet from my roof to that 
one. Or could I? I would have to think about that, and this 
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freezing rooftop was no place for thought at that moment. 

I ran back downstairs 

In my room I jogged back and forth until I felt more 
like a normal human being and less like a snow-girl. 
From my study of the brainwashing techniques of the Red 
Chinese and other Communists the world over, including 
the parasl clique of North Algeria, I had learned that there 
was always a couple of days of ‘wait time’ between one 
torture session and the next. The idea of that is, it’s worse 
to be by yourself in solitary and think about what’s going 
to happen to you, than the torture is. 

I thought about escape, not torture. 

Among the tanks stored in the stairway room to the 
roof, I had found a small one marked: helium. I hadn’t the 
faintest idea why they might use helium—ater I learned it 
was used in cryogenic operations where intense cold is 
needed—but I was grateful for it, nonetheless. I had one 
of my getaway gadgets all marked. All I needed now was 
a 

A knock sounded on the door, A pretty redhead poked 
her head in, smiling at me in quite a friendly fashion. Her 
eyes opened at sight of my nakedness, she shook her head 

- and said, “I'll be right back, honey.” 

I almost fell down in stark surprise until I remembered 
that a part-of all this brainwashing technique of the com- 
mie crew was the fact that after the torture crew finished 
searing your nerve ends until you wanted to die, a 
‘friend’ came along who treated you just the opposite. 

I was in for the ‘friendly’ treatment. 

The redhead came back with a quilted robe. She held it 
for me while I slid my arms inside it, then as I belted it, 
she tsk-tsked her apparent consternation at the manner in 
which I had been treated. She promised I would be 
treated like an animal no longer. 

A few moments later, several burly men were carrying 
in my bed, rocking chair, and the rest of the furniture that 
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had been in the room when I was first dumped in here. 
The redheaded woman busied herself placing the furniture 
and keeping up a running patter so I would be sure to hear 
her. 

“You don’t need to put up with this sort of thing, my 
dear . . . just a few words, that’s all anyone asks, then you 
can walk out of here in those clothes, free as a bird. . . I 
know you're going to become friends with me, I want to 
be your friend, I am your friend, as a matter of fact... 
my job is to convince you of that... 

“So I’m starting by giving you as much comfort as I 
can, the creature comforts which we all need . . . a clean, 
warm bed, a chair in which to do your thinking . . . plenty 
of good food and clean clothes . . . you can even wear 
those garments we’ve had washed and pressed~ for 

erate: a7 
, And searched as well, I thought, 

She was as bright and cheery as a room filled with 
morning sunlight. They picked well when they chose au- 
burn-tressed Sophia Miliukov to be their friendly person. 
She radiated good will, she bubbled over with personality. 
In a tight black sweater and short tweed skirt, in patterned 
stockings on her handsome legs, she looked like a sales 
girl. Which, in a way, she was. 

“I'm going to send you anything you want for a meal,” 
she chirped. “Just give me a menu and everything you 
name on it is yours,” 

I decided on a steak, German hashed potatoes, a salad 
and a pot of coffee. She wrote it all down, nodded, and 
turned toward the door. She looked back at me as her 
hand touched the knob. 


“Anything else?” she inquired. “Something to read?” 

I decided to take the bull by the horns. 

“Balloons,” I smiled. 

Her face was a study in surprise. “Ba-balloons?” 

I giggled. “You know, the kind children play with. It 
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would be better if I could have some paints with them, 
but right now I'd settle for the balloons.” 

She was still dazed, but game. “I will see if I can get 
them for you. Would you mind telling me why you want 
them?” 

“Not at all. They help me to think.” 

“Oh!” She looked relieved. I gather that she had taken 
plenty of courses in psychology, and she knew that lots of 
people have crutches that enable them to think a lot better 
with than without them. The psycho books call these 
crutches, conditioned reflex stimuli. 

‘She went out. 

The meal came, I ate it. It was delicious. Half an hour 
after I finished, Sophia Miliukov was back, a box of toy 
balloons in one hand, a packet of children’s finger paints 
in the other. 

“Here we are,” she exclaimed, waving them proudly. 

I clapped my hands, like the half-imbecile I wanted her 
to think me. “Oh thanks! You did it. Thank you, thank 
you!” 

I practically snatched the balloons from her, opened the 
box like a child on Christmas morning. I blew up a big 
red balloon, I squeezed the end shut and snapped at the 
balloon with my fingers, making it bounce back and forth. 
My happy laughter kept time to its swayings. 

“There! Now I can think with a clear head.” I looked 
bevond the bouncing balloon at the staring redhead. 
“You know this is some kind of trauma with me, I’m 
sure. Years ago when I was just a little girl, I had an awful 
time with arithmetic. My uncle bought me some balloons 
with numbers on them. I played with the balloons and 
gradually I grew to know the numbers on them, and after 
that, arithmetic wasn’t so hard.” 

It was not a bad story considering I made it up off the 
top of my head. Sophia Miliukoy swallowed it, standing 
there and beaming at me with her bright blue eyes. She 
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was probably congratulating herself that she had found the 
way to get down inside me and make me talk. 

I laughed like the idiot I was pretending to be, blowing 
up more balloons and lettting them go so they slid this way 
and that through the air. 

The redhead said, “You ‘will think while you play with 
the balloons, won’t you? You will think about how nice it 
would be to walk around outside these four bare walls— 
go to a nice sauna bath and afterward eat rinkelia pretzels 
while sipping cold beer? Of course you will! 

I nodded. “Yes, the balloons will help me think. Ever 
since I practically learned arithmetic while playing with 
them, I’ve used them as crutches ever since. Whenever I 
had a tough problem to think out, I got out my balloons 
and played with them, When I got older I used finger 
paints to color them, wiggling my fingers all around them 
while my brain thought about my problems. I'll think 
good now, you can bet!” 

Redhead came near dancing in her happiness. “Good, 
good. I'll leave you alone to think things over. I'll be 
back tomorrow, which will give you plenty of time to de- 
cide that you want to go free.” 

As soon as the door closed, I selected the two largest 
balloons I could find and set them to one side. The other 
balloons I promptly began finger-painting after I had 
blown them up, just in case Sophia Miliukov stuck her 
pretty face in my doorway again. I was just about set to 
roll. P 
Naturally, I waited until nightfall. 

Five hours after the light beyond the double-glass win- 
dow turned to darkness, I got dressed in my going-out 
clothes, nylon stockings and garterbelt, the mini-dress I 
had been wearing when I’d had the fight with Oleg and 
Ivan, my pocketbook and Pappagallos. 

I opened the room door with my plastic emery-board 
spine. The halls were empty. I ran like hell for the roof- 
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way door. This was never locked, why should it be? No- 
body could escape from the roof except by jumping. 

I filled both balloons with helium. I tied them together 
and had one hell of a job keeping my weight on the stairs 
as I went up to the roof. I ran out on the roof. The snow 
had stopped, the wind had died down a little. 

Ahead of me was the neighboring rooftop. 

I raced for the edge of my own roof. 
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€HAPTER SIX 


There is a sport known as balloon-jumping. You fill a 
small balloon with helium—usually these balloons are 
larger than the ones I had to work with—and you run and 
jump, making sure you hang onto your balloons, You go 
up swiftly, drift about forty or fifty feet-—you can jump 
over a small house—and come gently back to the ground, 

I was only going twenty feet. I made the journey with 
ease, my shoes scraping the roof tiles of the neighboring 
house until my body brought up against the gutters, I lay 
there for a while and let my breath and my nerve come 
back to me. There was no outcry, no sound of anyone 
having discovered my loss. 

Encouraged, I used my balloons to hop across the 
sloping roof until I was on the other side, hidden by a 
chimney. I perched on my rump in the cold, shivering, 
never letting go of my balloons. 

When the street below was empty, I leaped for it. I went 
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down slowly, like a snowfall drifting. As my feet scraped 
the sidewalk, I released the balloons and just plain ran. 

Luck was with me. I halied a passing taxi and told the 
driver to get me to the Palace Hotel. I intended to check 
out of the Palace, to find me another hotel and use an as- 
sumed name, My only problem was—would I make it be- 
fore my escape was discovered and the Communists sent 
out a find-and-destroy order on me? 

I walked right past the registry desk in the Palace lobby. 
I did get a few odd glances from the people in the lobby 
because it was cold outside and there was snow on my 
golden head and all I had on were my stockings, shoes and 
the mini-dress. They passed me off for a kooky American, 
I suppose. 

The warmth in the lobby felt real good. 

It felt even better in my room. I would have dearly 
loved to have stripped down, clambered into a flannel 
nightie, and gone to sleep. I was too afraid somebody like 
Oleg and Ivan would come calling on me. 

So I phoned the modern Marski Hotel, gave my name 
as Penelope Courage, and reserved a room. Then I rang 
for a bellboy. 

Inside the hour I was standing under a steamy hot 
shower in a room that looked like something out of Hans 
Christian Andersen, revelling in the luxury of real crea- 
ture comforts. After I dried myself off, I got my bags and 
hunted around for my Belgian Bulldog revolver. The 
spring gun I also carried with me, that fires a paralysing 
needle, I left inside the Wings valise. I slipped the revolver 
under my pillow. If anyone woke me up before Nature 
did, he, she, they or it would be damn sorry. 

I slept like a child. 

Everything was coming up roses, next morning. With- 
out any idea of how I was going to be up tight before 
nightfall, I breakfasted at the hotel and with a complete 
change of clothes, skin-out, I decided to walk to hire 
myself a Volvo car. It would be easier for me to disappear 
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in traffic than it might be on the street, in case Oleg and 
Ivan showed their ugly faces again. 

Teased the Volvo toward the Palace Hotel. 

I knew very well that the drop might have contacted 
Tamara Norenko by this time. But I was counting on the _ 
fact that, since I’d hidden the chemical formulas inside the 
used razor-blade cabinet, she would be unable to turn it 
over to them. If Tamara was in her room, I’d finish her off 
and leave her dead body for the drop to find, instead of 
the formula films he wanted. If she was not there, I’d take 
the films, mail them to David Anderjanian, and go back 
for Tamara afterward. She was too deadly a doll to leave 
alive. 

I walked along the street the Fins call Elteranta until I 
reached number 10. I went into the hotel lobby and 
crossed to the elevator. On the fourth floor I stepped out, 
reached into my Coblenz bag for a thin blue steel lock- 
pick and proceeded to room 47. 

A moment of lock-fiddling, and the door opened. 

There was the sound of water pouring down. Good! 
Tamara Norenko was in the shower, naked. She would 
have no weapon on her, other than her naked self. I still 
hadn’t figured out how she had used her body to kill those 
poor slobs like Henry Creegan and Lars Grundvig, but I 
was damn sure I wasn’t going to give her a chance to use 
her tricks on me. 

I marched into the bathroom, opening and shutting the 
door in one swift movement, I heard a gasp, then the 
water was shut off. 

“Chambermaid? Is that you?” 

I mimicked the sphinx. 

A wet hand pushed the shower curtain out of the way. 
Tamara, her black hair plastered to either side of her 
cheeks, stared at me like I was a ghost. Her full red mouth 
trembled, her eyes grew very big, 

“Ohhh! It’s you! And—youv’re not in jail!” 

“Right the first time, doll,” I snarled. 
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I put my hands to the shower curtain and ripped it off. 
Tamara Norenko was there in all her wet, naked glory. 
She backed away from me as far as she could, damn near 
taking a header in the wet bathtub, and lifted one hand to- 
ward me. 

“Wait” she cried. “No—wait!” 

“Up yours, sweetie,” I snapped. My hands went for the 
wrist of the hand she was extending toward me, palm up. 
“I’ve had about enough of you for the rest of my life!” 

With both hands fastened on that wrist, I turned and 
yanked. She came flying up out of the tub, a scream gur- 
gling in her throat and emerging through her wide-open 
mouth, to go flying across the little bathroom. She hit the 
wall and fell. 

My foot came up. I was wearing mod, knee-high boots 
today. The heel took her in her soft white belly. She 
grunted and relaxed like a straw doll. I wrapped ten 
fingers around her sodden black hair and lifted her head. 
She was out cold. 

“Pah!” I grumbled. 

I had been hoping she would put up a fight. I stood over 
her, panting, knowing I could not kill her in cold blood, 
despite the fact that I hated her guts. So I turned to the 
medicine cabinet and began opening the used razor-blade 
section. The fact that the whole thing came out easily 
should have warned me, 

The only thing inside the cabinet were used blades. 

I came close to panicking. 


The voice at my feet was apologetic, “I took the films 
out. I re-hid them—oh, not in the sink drain. In a dif- 
ferent place.” 

I whirled, my fingers out like claws. Tamara shrank 
away from me. “No, please—no more violence, I cannot 
stand it.” 

“Where are the films?” 

“Tf I tell you, will you make a deal?” 
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“Sure—I'll kill you fast instead of taking a long time 
over it. Damn your guts, you’re a murderess!” 

To my amazement, tears welled up in her eyes. “I’m s- 
sorry about th-that. I never meant to be what I am. I’ve 
been brought up in research laboratories ever since I was a 
baby.” 

“You—what?” 

She nodded, sniffling. Against my will, I found myself 
getting sympathetic. “Come off it, babe. Cut out the thea- 
trics. I’m not in any mood to listen to a sob story.” 

She was huddled right at my feet. The tears were com- 
ing down her cheeks by this time and she was sobbing out 
loud. Her shoulders shook, her big breasts, reddish pink 
from the steamy bathroom, bobbled lazily. For some stu- 
pid reason, she was making me feel like a heel. I was re- 
membering what fun she had been, with Lars Grundvig. 

She nodded, trying to wipe her eyes on her wet hands. I 
tossed her a towel, standing over her like a marble statue, 
feeling absolutely no pity. While she was wiping off her 
tears and sweat, I asked her how she did it. 

“Did what?” she asked numbly, putting a hand on the 
washbasin and getting to her feet. 

“Don’t play games! How did you kill Lars Grundvig? 
And Henry Creegan?” 

“T’m a poison damsel,” she sniffed. 

I blinked. “How’s that again?” 

“A poison damsel. You’ve read about them, haven't 
you? Latini’s version for instance? Or Verard?” 

I shook my golden hair. Tamara looked so forlorn, 
standing there with the towel hanging from a hand, even 
her breasts seemed to sag, that I came close to feeling 
sorry for her. She gave a big sigh, turned and started walk- 
ing into the bedroom. 

“T just want to freshen up a litfle,” she explained over a 
dimpled shoulder. I was right on her heels alert for any 
sort of treachery. 

She began putting on lipstick, still absolutely nude. If 
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she thought the sight of her naked body would affect me, 
she was crazy. After she began to talk, I decided she really 
might be crazy. 

“A poison damsel is a girl or woman who has been 
raised on poison since infancy. It is fed to her in tiny bits, 
then increasingly so. When she grows up—if she ever 
does!—she has become a poison damsel.” 

“Oh, come off it,” I snorted. 

She turned, the lipstick in a hand, her eyes wide. “It is 
true. Antoine Verard has told of them, explaining how an 
Eastern king, alarmed at the prophecy that a child named 
Alexander would grow to rule the world, ordered that 
poison be fed a number of children. Those who survived 
would be a secret weapon against this Alexander, who 
later became known as ‘the Great.’ 

“In Brunetto Latini’s Li Livres dou Tresor, the same 
tale is also mentioned but in his story it is a queen who 
fears Alexander, and who places a tiny girl baby in the 
nest of a snake. When the eggs are hatched the snake will 
think the girl is its offspring. So! You laugh! The tale is 
very widespread. The girl grew up and was sent to Alex- 
ander. But wise Aristotle placed a ring of dittany about 
the girl, inside which she died, because she was impreg- 
nated with snake venom that did not hurt her but would 
have killed Alexander had she made love to him.” 

I could hardly contain my mirth. “So all I have to do is 
get some dittany, put it in a circle around you, and you'll 
die?” 

She nodded, her eyes enormous. “I will suffocate.” 

“Oh, brother! What kind of kook are you?” 

“Lars Grundvig is dead. So is Henry Creegan,” she 
murmured. 

She had me there. I calmed down. “All right. Please— 
give it to me again. We'll assume there are such things as 
poison damsels, girls who have been raised on poison 
since babyhood.” 

“As I was raised on arsenic, yes. Some of the girls with 
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me, died. We were in an experimental research laboratory, 
you understand, one of those owned and operated by one 
of the Russian spy agencies. Many of the girls died. I 
lived. I was their great success.” 

She glanced down at her nakedness with a satisfied nod. 
“T am very attractive to men, The KGB bosses were very 
proud of me. You see, they had high hopes for Tamara 
Norenko. They had researched the matter of poison dam- 
sels very thoroughly, as they do all their research. 

“In the Katha Sarit Sagara, it is told how dancing girls, 
who were also poison damsels, were sent to an enemy by 
the prime minister of King Brahmadatta. This is a story 
out of India, so I assume that the poison damsel was the 
tesult of some brainstorm by an early Indian genius. I 
won't bore you with the whole bit. I’ve studied up about 
them, from all the books on the subject which the research 
center had in its library, which was reputed to be the most 
complete in the whole world.” 

I sat there, stunned. I wondered what David Ander- 
janian would have said about this nonsense. Maybe he 
would have believed it, the way I was starting to believe. 

“Let me get this straight,” I breathed. “You were fed 
arsenic since you were a baby, in greater and greater 
amounts, until your —er—saliva and your membranous 
tissues became filled with the-stuff.” 

“Yes. If I so much as kiss a man, he dies.” 

I gulped. “You m-mean, if you’d kissed me back there 
when we were ha-having fun with Lars—I’d have died?” 

“Oh, yes. You will remember how I did not kiss you on 
the mouth, or on the personal parts. I had no reason to kill 
you. I have killed enough people for the spy agency I 
serve. I will not kill again.” 

She seemed honest enough. I wondered about her. I 
said slowly, “Tamara, suppose you were offered a chance 
to lead a normal life? Would you take it?” 

Her eyes got big, filled with brightness. Her mouth half 
opened and a kind of light shone from her skin. 
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“Qh—yes! I would take it so fast, I would—tI would 
break a leg.” Her eyes filled with tears. “You do not know 
what it is like, to meet a fine man and fall in love with him 
and—and turn away from him because by an embrace you 
would be the cause of his death! 

“Tt is like being a living dead woman, being that way. 
To my bosses I am no more than a tool, to be turned to- 
ward an enemy and told to slay. And the way I do it, is 
a living lie, a cheat) Messalina was better than I, because 
she, at least, was honest in her emotions.” 

She began weeping into her hands, cupped to her face. I 
started feeling sorry for her. What a fate for such a pretty 
girl! Death on high heels to any man who dared so much 
as kiss her. Honestly moved, I got off the edge of the bed 
where I’d been sitting and crossed to her, putting my arms 
about her. 

She clung to me, half-laughing, half crying. “I c-can’t 
even kiss you, to thank you for being so nice to me,” she 
sobbed. 

“Maybe you can, some day,” I murmured. “There’s a 
chance that American science can get the arsenic out of 
your system, somehow. You’d like that, it would give you 
a chance to lead.a normal life.” 

“T would love it. I would love to de—de—” 

“Defect?” 

Her head nodded vigorously against my shoulder. “Yes! 
Defect! I have thought of it, but I have lacked the courage. 
If you would help me, I could do it, I know it.” 

“Pll help you, honey. There’s one thing I’d better tell 
you—I just escaped from your team’s torture cham- 
bers—” 

She drew back, gawked at me. “Escaped? But that’s 
impossible!” 

“Not to me it wasn’t. The point I want to make, is that 
there may be more of your teammates out looking for me. 
We’ve got to be careful.” 

“We will be careful. I will make sure we are safe, I 
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know all of them—Oleg, Vladimar, Igor, Ivan—the whole 
lot. If I see any of them I will let you know. Then we will 
be able to make a run for it. Da?” 

“You bet, sweetie. Now get dressed.” 

She giggled and turned to select some underthings. 
I moved to the window to check the sidewalk below. I 
made out my little white Volvo, but I saw no indication 
that Oleg and Ivan were anywhere around. I guess the last 
place they would have thought of finding me was in Ta- 
mara Norenko’s bedroom. 

Tamara was perched on the edge of the bed, pulling a 
pair of black nylon stockings up her shapely legs, to her 
fleshy thighs. A red-and-black lace and lastex garterbelt 
was clasped about her middle. She looked like a photo out 
of a batch of French postcards. 

When she felt my eyes on her, she giggled. “I want to 
be a sweetheart, maybe even a mother, some day. I can 
not do this, now. I am not a human being. They made me 
into a weapon, like a:gun. Pah! And who wants to talk 
sweet stuff with a gun, hey?” 

She thrust her feet into alligator shoes. 

Standing, she made a sight to gladden the eye of any 
wobbled at her every step, her buttockmeat jiggled, she 
was seduction in the flesh. The stockings and garterbelt 
only added to her allure, From a clothes closet, she 
brought out an Ivan Wahl cream colored knot dress and 
lifting it over her heavy black hair, slithered her curves 
into it. 

Her hands lifted the black hair out of the collar and let 
it drape about her shoulders, Her face looked fresh, pret- 
ty. Maybe the idea of freedom, of being her own woman, 
was having a kind of effect on Tamara Norenko. 

“There! I’m ready—all except the film. We must not 
forget that, hah?” She paused and looked at me. “What 
are our plans, have you any idea?” 

“I'm going to call for two seats on a TransWorld jet. 
Then I’m going to call the American consulate and ask for 
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a fellow L.U.S.T. member who works there, if we have 
any trouble.” 

We had no trouble. TWA promised seats on flight 321 
that was leaving Helsinki in three hours, Tamara looked 
ruefully at her expensive bags and expensive clothing. 

“Tt will not be easy to replace my wardrobe, but a girl 
must make some sacrifices to be free.” Her shoulders 
shrugged. “Perhaps I can get a job in America and buy 
new clothes.” 

“Sure you can, now let’s get cracking.” 

She went to the bureau where her handbag lay. Lifting 
out a compact, she unsnapped the mirror and showed me 
the films nestling in the space revealed between the com- 
pact cover and the mirrorback. Her thin black brows 
lifted inquiringly. 

“Do you want them? Or shall I hang onto them?” 

I grinned, “You keep them. They'll never suspect you. 
If anything happens, we’ll have a little something extra 
going for us.” 

Side by side, we left her room and moved down the 
hotel corridors. In the modishly short fur coats we wore, 
we looked like a couple of Helsinki chicks out for a good 
time. We giggled, we chattered, we babbled on about Oleg 
and Ivan, and what would happen if we ran smack into 
them. 

I unlocked the Volvo, made a sweeping gesture at Ta- 
mara, as if I were a boy and she my date. She whooped 
with laughter and settled herself after showing off her ny- 
loned legs all the way to her garterclasps. We were a cou- 
ple of nuts, but I think we were both exhilarated by the 
idea of getting out of the clutches of the KGB gang. 

The Volvo worked smoothly. In two minutes we were 
barreling along on our way to the airport. Neither of us 
paid any attention to the red Moskvich that followed us at 
about fifty yards distance. We were too happy to worry; in 
a few hours we would be winging our way over the At- 
lantic Ocean, heading toward Uncle Sam’s land. 
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The red Moskvich made its move along the straight- 
away, quickly overtaking our Volvo. It came up along- 
side us. The man in the suicide seat beside the driver had a 
min his hand. The eun was aimed at me. I did not see 
this, Tamara did. She had taken out her compact to study 
her face, moving her head and the mirror as a girl will, to 
see her features from all angles. 

Reflected in the glass was the face of a man named 
Fedor Chernigov, I learned later from her. All she said 
now was a choked, “Eve—car—man in it with a gun!” 

I jammed on the brakes. The red car went past, the man 
with the automatic turning to fire back at me. I have 
played dodge-em with cars before; I could handle one 
like a toy; I swung the wheel and hit the accelerator. 

I took the Moskvich close by its right rear wheel. I 
rammed it good. There was a squeal of tires, the smell of 
burning rubber; the red car started turning over. 

I swung the wheel. I gave the Volvo gas. 

We raced off along the avenue, not bothering to look 
back and see if the Moskva was on its side or coming after 
us. 

Tamara panted, “We can’t go to the aiport. You don’t 
know the men the KGB use for killers. They will kill first 
and die themselves, later, if it comes to that.” 

“Yeah, honey—we’ll go for a long trip, past the air- 
port, out into the countryside. I put my Belgian Bulldog in 
the glove compartment. We aren’t completely helpless.” 

“Do you think we can shake them?” 

“We sure are going to give it the old college try.” 

My foot rode the Volvo as if it were a spirited horse. I 
raced the engine, and when we hit the level road, we were 
doing eighty. This was just about tops for the Volvo, I 
found, because it started to shiver and shake, so I lowered 
the speed to seventy. This was fast enough, I figured; I 
didn’t see any sign of the red Moskvich. 

When we came to a fork in the road, I swung right and 
headed west toward the countryside and into a region 
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where the snow made a Finnish wonderland, We were safe 
enough here in this farm district, I assumed, but I was tak- 
ing no chances. 

On either side of us were tall trees, tipped in snow, and 
broad fields where grain waved during the warmer parts 
of the year. Now and then you caught sight of a log 
farmhouse, very quaint and North European in its design. 
At any other time I would have loved to knock on a farm- 
house door and beg a cup of steaming hot chocolate, but 
the sight of farmhouses made me ill at ease. Where there 
are farmhouses, there are people, and people ask ques- 
tions, 

We went on. 

Now we were in a relatively open world, with few farm- 
houses and a lot more trees. The forest came down here to 
challenge the edge of the glittery blue sea. 

“Can’t we ease up, Eve?” Tamara wondered. 

“We sure can—if you can guarantee that blue Mosk- 
vich about two miles behind us isn’t filled with the enemy. 
It’s been following us for miles, honey. It takes the same 
turns in the road we do, the same cut-offs. I don’t like it, 
Well, there’s only one way to find out.” 

I braked the Volvo, Tamara yelped, “Hey, what is it 
you are doing?” 

“Stopping, to go for a walk.” 

She looked at me as if I'd flaked off for real. “Now?” 

“The gas gauge reads almost empty. If I’m going to run 
for my life, I might as well do it where I have a chance of 
getting away.” 

I pointed toward a rise of bare dirt and rocks that ran 
up into the hills. “I don’t have heavy boots, neither do 
you. We aren’t equipped to go floundering around in deep 
snow. I want solid ground under my size fives when I go 
traipsing around out there. Brrr! I wish we’d worn ski 
clothes. These mini-coats are pretty for the Helsinki 
streets, but they aren’t much good in no man’s land. Come 
on—haul butt!” 
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I got out and ran for the ridge. I had the Belgian 
Bulldog in my pocket, and I could run fairly well in my 
mini-skirt and calf-high boots, Behind me the car door 
slammed as Tamara came racing along behind me. 

When I started puffing, I halted. The blue Moskvich 
was close, now; it too, was slowing as its driver braked, I 
saw a man lean from the window, a gun in his hand. I 
threw myself backwards with a yell. 

The gun fired just as my spine hit the rock and dirt of 
the ridge. I rolled over and over, fumbling out the 
Bulldog. I held it in both hands, I braced my elbows on 
the rock, I got the man with the gun in my sight. 

My finger squeezed trigger. 

The man with the smoking revolver went backwards as 
if a mule had kicked his chest in. The other men with him, 
there were three more of them—I recognized Oleg among 
them—fussed over him for a few seconds, but he was 
beyond hope. 

I got up and ran. Tamara was right beside me by this 
time, legging it along foot for foot, half sobbing in her 
anxiety, She could have turned and run back to the men, 
she must have known I would not have shot her down in 
cold blood, but she elected to stay with me, like a shadow. 

“You could fall down, honey,” I panted. “Tell them I 
made you come with me. They’d believe you. They'd have 
no reason not to.” 

“What do you take me for?” she shouted angrily. “I 
wa-want freedom and if I ha-have to run a little bit for it, 
what difference does it make?” 

“Atta girl,” I yelled back. “We'll think of a way out 
yet.” 

We were moving steadily higher along the ridge. There 
was snow here, but it was crusty, as if left behind after a 
fall and a blowing wind that swept the rocks and dirt 
amost clean, as might a troll’s broom. The footing was 
good, the breeze was sharp and bitingly cold, but if it had 
not been for the men who followed behind us, shooting 
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now and then, it would have been like a romp in among 
these rounded hills. 

I gathered that I had shot the only good marksman in 
the opposition crowd, because I couldn’t even hear the 
whistle of the bullets as they went past us, far wide of their 
mark, There was nothing wrong with their legs, however, 
each of them ran faster than Tamara or me. 

I flopped belly-down on a flat rock, looking across our 
back trail, The three men were little more than fifty yards 
away. The foremost of them was right in my sights, it was 
Oleg, yelling and waving his arms for the others to get me 
before I shot him. He was remembering how I had shot 
one of them already, with one bullet. 

My hands steadied the Bulldog. 

I fired. 

Oleg leaned backwards off his feet. I thought he was 
dead before he hit the ground. This would give the others 
pause. They wouldn’t come on like foolhardy idiots, risk- 
ing getting killed. I was tempted to try for the other two, 
but I was afraid my shooting would fizzle off. And there 
were only three bullets left in my handgun, 

So I ran like crazy, up and over a high rock hump and 
down the other side. Tamara was ahead of me, waving and 
yelling. 

“They’ve slowed down. They’re afraid of you, Eve.” 

‘Tm afraid of them, too, sweetie, so keep those gams 
going!” 

We ran for another hundred yards. We were on a 
corner of the sea coast that afforded a magnificent view of 
the beginning of the Gulf of Bothnia and the forested 
slopes of the hills running backward into the land of thirty 
thousand lakes. This is remote, desolate country, even so 
close to the surf, but its air is like wine and the coldness 
stirs your blood to vigorous life. 

I went up a high hill, where I could get a good look at 
the surrounding countryside and at the two men still on 
our trail. A little further on, across a dip in the land, rose a 
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high rock. Up there, I could make a stand. I could risk my 
last three bullets to kill two men. 

“Tamara,” I yelled. “Can you circle back to their car? 
The dead man has a gun with bullets. I could use it. I only 
have three bullets left.” 

Quick understanding touched her lovely face, and she 
nodded quickly, “Yes, yes. They will think I am trying to 
escape you, they will let me go. But—but I cannot shoot 
the gun. I was never taught!” 

“Don’t you worry about that, honey. I'll find a way to 
meet you and get my hands on some more bullets, Now— 
scat!” 

She turned and ran, her buttocks bobbing to her long 
strides. Then I was turning and hurrying up the hill and 
toward the rock hump on the other side. Behind me, one 
of the enemy snapped off a shot. 

My feet pounded along on bare dirt. 

Suddenly the bare dirt fell away. There was a dark 
black hole beneath me. I plummeted down into that dark- 
ness with a scream coming out of my open mouth. 
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CHAPTER SEVEN 


A goldness gleaming in darkness, a hint of red and the 
dark brown of wood buried for centuries, with the com- 
fortable warmth of a rabbit warren, these were my first 
sensations as I lay stretched out across a hard surface. I 
lay there spread-eagled, and I wondered suddenly if I had 
gone mad, 

I was looking at a giant of a man clad in golden mail, 
with a red cloak tossed about his shoulders, his huge 
hands crossed on the haft of a huge, double-edged war 
axe. I was sprawled at his feet like a captured concubine. 
When I looked more closely, I could see that this was a 
dead man, for the skin was rotted on his bones, and his 
long yellow hair did not move except to the stirring of the 
wind down a hole in the roof, 

Thad fallen into a Viking burial mound! 

Too weak to do more than stare up at the dead sea- 
raider perched on a rotted wooden chair at the prow of his 
ship, with the curved dragonhead towering high behind 
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him, I was only vaguely aware of voices, I heard them as 
in a dream, faintly. I was so swept up in where I was, tired 
by what I had been doing, that I was content just to lie 
there. 

After a time, I made sense of the words. 

“. .. to kill her!” 

“You can always kill her, Boris! Come on, let yourself 
go. She’s down there, knocked unconscious. She isn’t 
going to get away.” 

That was Tamara, being seductive for some reason. I 
tried to understand what she was doing, but it was too 
hard an effort to think. Maybe the poor kid was so scared 
she was trying to buy her way back into our captors’ good 
graces with her body. I guess I had to sympathize with 
her, she hadn’t had much except a diet of arsenic and 
death all her life. 

I looked up. They were framed in the opening I’d made 
when I’d fallen through the dirt and the wooden logs that 
had formed a frame over this old Viking ship for close to a 
thousand years, In that time, wood rots. The wooden frame 
was less substantial than a dirt roof would have been. It had 
just been my bad luck to step where nobody had put foot in 
centuries. 

Tamara was flanked by two heavy-set men on the order 
of Oleg and Ivan. One of them was named Boris. Tamara 
had a hand on his shoulder, looking into his face, her fea- 
tures turned in profile to my stare. 

“What do you say? We have a little fling for ourselves 
—to celebrate freeing me and capturing the capitalist 
slut.” 

Hey now! I thought, feeling resentment. 

The other man had his hand on Tamara’s Jeg. The girl 
giggled as he ran it up behind her thigh and onto her but- 
tock. Her hips wiggled. 

“Nikita is all for a little deviltry, Boris, What’s the mat- 
ter with you? I thought all Russians were great lovers.” 
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“J can love a woman with the best of them, Boris pro- 
tested. “I will show you in town.” 

“You will show me now, or not at all,” Tamara 
snapped, turning to Nikita and putting an arm about his 
neck, drawing him close. Her lips were parted, open. I 
could see her red tongue flicking back and forth as she 
gurgled lewd laughter. 

Nikita muttered something in Russian and put his arms 
about her. He held her in a bearhug, kissing deep between . 
her lips, grunting a little. Tamara was making little 
moaning sounds, 

I thought dully, she’ll kill him! Everytime she kisses a 
man, she gives him a dose of arsenic poisoning. Then it 
came to my numbed mind. Tamara Norenko had not 
joined the other side. She was fighting them as I had 
fought them. Only instead of firing a Belgian Bulldog re- 
volver, she was triggering off her whole body. I grinned 
weakly as I stared up and watched Nikita hugging and 
kissing her. 

Boris snarled, “If you two must carry on like that, get 
down inside the mound. All right, I'll follow you in.” 

Nikita gave Tamara a hand, lowered her. I watched her 
long legs come into view as her fur coat and mini-dress 
hiked up. Then Niita let her go and she dropped lightly to 
the rotted floor of the old Viking longboat, She gave me 
one look, a glance out of her black eyes that seemed to 
warn and plead at the same time. 

I was weak, but I could wink. So I winked and Tamara 
giggled happily, clapping her hands and whirling around 
below the opening through which Nikita was clambering, 
to hang by a couple of the rotted frame planks, He let go 
and fell beside Tamara, tumbling a little, rolling onto his 
back. 

Tamara yanked her skirt up and stepped over his head. 
She had not donned pantihose; she was wearing black ny- 
lons and a garterbelt. Her fleshy thighs were plump pillars 
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to paradise, the way she parted them, letting Nikita gasp 
and choke as he stared up between them at her femininity. 

“Do you want it, Nikita darling? Do you?” 

. “Da, dal Tove it, Tamara angel!” 

Up above Boris was snarling, ‘ Wait for me, you two! 
Listen, you’d better wait. Do you hear?” 

Tamara gurgled seductive laughter, “Shall we wait, 
Nikita?” 

“Nyet, nyetl” 

She bent and touched him, very gently and softly, with 
her fingertips. She made the touch into a caress, so that 
Nikita growled and jerked his hips upward so as not to 
lose contact with those feathery fingertips. 

“You are a big man,” she cried. “Very big!” 

She ran down his zipper. 

Up above, Boris bellowed. He swung from the frame- 
planks, back and forth, then he let go and came down like 
a ton of bricks. He landed on his feet, his legs rammed up 
into his chest and he rocked back on his spine. He was up 
an instant later, circling around Nikita and Tamara, 
breathing heavily. 

Nikita was exposed to the warm, dead air of the burial 
mound. Tamara was crouched down, thighs yawning, let- 
ting both men see the hairy delicacy that made her a 
female. Nikita was slobbering, quivering as her fingers 
went on toying with his manhood. Boris was choking, 
rasping out Slavic oaths licking his lips as he feasted 
greedily on the visual treat Tamara Norenko was proffer- 
ing. 

“Does him want what he sees?” Tamara cooed. 

Nikita nooded until I thought his head would shake off, 
He was on his hands and heels, stiffening his body, trying 
to reach out toward that tantalizing trap 

“You torture him,” bellowed Boris taking off his hat, 
tossing it into the darkness, Either please him or please 
me, but stop this nonsense!” 
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“J am not a dumb animal,” Tamara snapped. “I like to 
tease I enjoy the sight of a man in need just as much as 
you men enjoy the sight of a woman. Now we are going to 
do this my way, do you understand? I don’t want you fin- 
ishing up ahead of me and leaying me in the air to suffer.” 

“Boris howled, “Bah! We are too much men for you, 
deyushka, We will wear you out, believe me, it is you who 
will be the one who will beg us to stop.” 

All the time he was talking Boris was stripping for 
where the action was. His barrel chest was covered with 
thick dark hair, the muscles stood out on his back and on 
his arms, When he pushed his pants down and revealed 
the fact that he was all man below the waist as well, I 
blinked a couple of times. 

I think Tamara did a double-take herself, because she 
sank right down on Nikita, giving a strangled kind of yell, 
and put out a hand toward Boris. The heavy-set man 
danced back out of her reach, laughing hoarsely. 

Tamara closed her eyes then, and settled her hips into 
that rotary movement known to the French as tortiller du 
cul. From time to time she would pause to raise herself 
up and down in the neza el dela—the bucket in the well— 
of the Arabs. She put her hands to her dress that was 
bunched about her navel, and lifted it to her armpits. Her 
bare breasts jiggled wildly to her movements. 

I realized that Tamara Norenko was a past mistress of 
the erotic arts, for her original rantipole posture was so 
beloved of Andromache, wife of Trojan Hector that, as 
Martial has informed us, their servants would cluster 
about, outside their curtained doorway, listening to their 
cavortings. A horse, his wife called the great Trojan hero, 
and in a bedroom, Andromache treated him like one. He 
was her steed, as Nikita was the mount of Tamara 
Norenko. 

The female astride the male posture has also, for a rea- 
son I have never been able to figure out, been called the 
St. George position. Of course St. George rode a horse 
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while slaying the dragon, Maybe the male organ is both 
horse and dragon. At any rate, Tamara made like Andro- 
mache, and Nikita gave a very good performance as Hec- 
tor. 

Just when Nikita was starting to wail out his ecstacy, 
Tamara rose up a few inches, whirled like a Japanese 
wrestler in a bout, stamping her feet, and sank down 
again. Nikita was so startled he did not hit the pleasure 
plateau, he appeared to bypass that high level of emotion, 
and now he found himself facing her smooth back and 
flapping buttocks as the girl hurled herself into a full 
enjoyment of this modified Venus reversa posture. 

Her hands gripped his ankles, she knelt with thighs 
asprawl. 

Up and down, around and about, her hips flew. 

I thought Boris would go mad. He was shouting thickly, 
dancing about, urging them to finish so he could begin. 
Half a dozen times he threw savage glances at me, I 
thought he would forget I was unconscious and leap on 
me, and to hell with my responses. But Tamara was put- 
ting up such a show, he just didn’t want to miss any of 
that. 


I wondered how soon the arsenic would take effect. Ac- 
cording to the toxicology books, death by arsenic poison- 
ign occurs anywhere from twenty minutes and more; in 
twelve to twenty-four hours as a general rule. I knew 
damn well this tricky. method wouldn’t take any twelve 
hours, Maybe the kiss and the flon-flon added speed to the 
time of its effectiveness. 

My eyes moved around the buiral tomb, with the idea 
of hurrying things along. I made sure Boris was too intent 
on Tamara and Nikita before I dared move my head and 
my eyes; an inner voice told me that if our Russian boy 
friends resisted the arsenic, I might have to add the finish- . 
ing touches, 

The Viking warrior seated above me on his wooden 


125 


chair-throne must have been a big man, six feet three or 
more. His chairmail shirt still glinted brightly where the 
sunlight hit it, coming through the break my body had 
made in the roofing, and his war axe looked as serviceable 
now as it had when he himself had swung it on the deck of 
his longship. 

My palms itched to wrap themselves about the long haft 
of the axe, to yank it free and bury one of its double 
blades in Boris’ skull. However, I did not want to take the 
play away from Tamara, besides I wasn’t sure whether my 
body was in any shape to go bounding up from where I lay 
sprawled, and go into action. 

Nikita was bellowing. 

I turned my head, slowly, not to let Boris notice me. 
Nikita was straining upward, his body a living bow of taut 
flesh. He rested on the back of his head, his palms and his 
heels on the dirt and rotted wood of what had been the 
longboat deck, His eyes were closed, his mouth was open. 

Tamara was absolutely motionless. 


Being a woman, I knew she was performing the French 
cassenoisette, the saraotastriyan of the Kama Sutra, that 
Indian handbook for lovers. She was gripping the male 
lingam with her yoni, she was applying labial pressure to it 
in shifting waves that rippled a rapturous rhythm through 
poor Nikita. The yoni of such a woman the Pandit Vat- 
syayana calls a chimti, a pair of tongs. 

Tamara Norenko was waging tong warfare with Nikita, 
and doing very well at it, indeed. He howled, he wailed, 
his palms beat the floor, His entire body shook as with the 
ague. 

Boris had stationed himself in front of the girl, glaring 
at her, showing off for her eyes the furious need that made 
him tremble with eagerness. Tamara laughed softly, star- 
ing at him as she rested apparently motionless, on Nikita. 

“Soon, soon,” she cooed. “Soon, my anxious one!” 

She rose up as if shot on springs 
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‘ Nikita flopped to the ground and lay there, only half- 
conscious. I think the arsenic was starting to get to him 
right about this time. He seemed dazed, whether in the 
normal post-coital sorrow, or in the approaching stages of 
arsenic poisoning, which include faintness and depression. 
I never did find out. I kept my eyes on him as Tamara, 
crouched down, began to slap her shoes on the floor and 
circle about the grinning, naked Boris. 

Boris would not see me if I got up and stumbled toward 
the dead Viking where he sat clutching his war axe. So I 
began to move backward slowly, carefully. I fumbled my 
way to the prow where the dead Viking sat enthroned. I 
began to calw my way upward over a broken jar and some 
buckets, some strips of tapestry until the axe-haft was 
within reach of my hand. 

I turned to look back at Boris and Tamara. 

“Boris was nothing like Nikita. He would not submit 
to her, he must be the dominant figure in their relation- 
ship. His big hairy hands had caught her by the middle as 
she flung her naked body flush against his—she was wear- 
ing her mini-dress but it was twisted up about her 
shoulders and armpits—and as she clung to his thick throat 
with both arms, kissing him with wet lips and darting 
tongue, he started lifting her upward. 

Into the air she went, trying to hold that kiss. 

Their lips broke apart. Boris growled something I did 
not understand and Tamara threw her head back so her 
face looked up at the blue sky beyond the broken hole, 
and shouted laughter. She lifted her fleshy thighs, bare 
above her stockingtops, and let the man raise her even 
higher. 

In garterbelt and stockings, in shoes and in the crum- 
pled dress about her shoulders, Tamara looked like an il- 
lustration out of the Nouvel Album Erotique, Her heels 
rested on his shoulders, to help his heavily muscled arms 
support her weight, Her voice changes from laughter to 
delighted lewdity, to a moaning contentment. 
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Boris worshipped her, as men have worshipped human 
goddesses in their past. He performed the dulce opis their 
adeptness*to which made the Phoenicians of ancient times 
most famous. He was mindless, a beast, unthinking and 
uncaring for anything but the desire that was now a raging 
fever in his blood. 

Nikita lay motionless, not far away. 

These men did not know it, and in his present state of 
concupiscience, Boris may not even have cared, but Ta- 
mata Norenko was killing them both. Every moment of 
delight, every breathed-in kiss of enjoyment was filling 
their bodies with that deadly poison, arsenic. 

I was suddenly damn glad to have her on my team. If 
she had wanted to turn against me, to revert to her role as 
poison damsel for the opposition, there was nothing I 
could have done about it. I would be a dead cookie. 

So I mentally cheered her on, gripping the haft of the 
war axe against emergencies, poised on my calf-high 
boots. This was her ploy, her thing. She was a wanton 
weapon, versed in erotic stunts and methods. From baby- 
hood, she had been trained as a Japanese geisha girl is 
trained, as was the devadesi of the Indian love temples, 
the hetirae of the Greek girls of Athens and Sparta, long 
ago. 
She did not make love to please a customer, but the 
State. She was one special arrow in the quiver of modern 
spymanship, but like the arrow in the poem that fell to 
Earth one knew not where, she had veered off course from 
that routine chosen for her by her bosses. 

In other words, she was a human being. 

She did not want to kill any more, except as now, in 
self-defense. She wanted the life any normal girl wants, a 
home and children, a man to whom she could make love 
without knowing that in an hour or two he would be dead. 

I rooted for her, mentally. 


Boris was sliding her down his naked front, Tamara 
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knew what he intended doing, she cooed and chortled as 
he neared the completion of the standing posture made 
famous by Milanion with Atalanta, which is known as el 
keurchi to the devotees of the Sheik Nefzawi. The eroto- 
logists of India also enjoy this position, and carvings re- 
presenting men and women so enjoying themselves can be 
found in all their sacred temples. 

His hands supported her buttocks as they joined bodies. 
Her hips flailed away, I could hear Boris making guttural 
sounds deep in his throat. He began walking stiffly, carry- 
ing her toward a table on which rested a number of flag- 
ons and horn-shaped drinking cups. 

With a swing of his massive forearm, Boris cleared the 
table and set Tamara down on it, stretched out on her 
back. His fingers must have been very strong, they sank 
like talons in her thighs as he got himself a grip and began 
hammering away. 

We made a little tableau out of a monster nightmare, 
deep in the burial mound, Only Tamara and Boris moved, 
I was frozen to the axe haft, Nikita lay stretched out on 
the floor. I told myself that Boris might indeed be a 
tougher customer than Nikita, he was like a wildman as he 
practically frothed at the mouth and his eyes rolled in his 
head. I think he was in a kind of delirium, something akin 
to the berserker rage of the dead Viking staring down at 
what was taking place with eyeless sockets, 

The arsenic would not affect him as it had his compan- 
ion. I might have to use the axe on this hefty, muscular 
Boris. My fingers tightened on the haft. I was ready to 
rip it free of the skeletal fingers that had held it for more 
than nine centuries. 

Tamara closed her legs about the man. 

She held him in a clutch from which he neither sought 
to escape, nor could if he wanted. Under her back, the 
table swayed and slid. It was old, its wood was rotted, I 
marveled that it had held together this long, with those 
two hammering away at one another. 
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“Back up,” Tamara yelled. 

Boris grinned and with his loose, foam-fiecked lips. He 
took two backward steps as the girl flopped over on her 
front, presenting him with the nudity of her quivering but- 
tocks, her stockinged legs reaching to the floor where her 
shoes touched their tips. 

From the el asameud mannér, Tamara was adopting the 
Venus reversa posture, that amorous attitude made fa- 
mous by Priapus when complaining exhaustedly of his 
neighbor’s wives and daughters, as related in the Priapeia, 
for it is easy to throw up a petticoat or skirt while the 
complaisant female leans elbows on a table or a barrel and 
to enjoy her. 

Boris was almost out on his feet, by this time. He clung 
to Tamara with both hands fastened in her soft sides. He 
must have hurt her, but maybe the pain added to the 
pleasure she was feeling. His mouth was open, his head 
flung back. He began to roar like some kind of dumb 
beast. 

His body shook, as if he were having a fit. 

I watched, breathless, ready to yank free the war axe 
and use it. Tamara lay prostrate on the tabletop; she was 
all but out, herself. 

With a sudden crack of dry wood breaking, the table 
collapsed. Tamara and Boris went down in a heap, where 
their white, quivering bodies shook and jerked in the last 
few spasms of the Japanese call gokuraku-ojo, the sweet 
death. 

I drew the war axe from the bones that had been the 
hands of this dead Viking jarl. There was a faint rustle. To 
my horror the arms seemed to reach for me, as if in fury at 
my desecration. Then they fell limply, and the war axe 
was in my two hands. 

I poised there, lifting that heavy weapon. 

Nikita was stirring now, in the shadows, his hand com- 
ing up from where it rested on a fallen drinking horn to 
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slide inside his coat. I stared with wide eyes, watching 
him, not daring to move for fear of alarming Boris. 

Nikita was watching me, eyes glittering. 

His hand was bringing a revolver—I recognized it as a 
Russian Nagant—out of a shoulder holster, He was weak, 
the arsenic was in his system, now, but he was still capable 
of pulling the trigger. 

I stepped forward, axe held high. 

Then I paused, If the authorities found him like this— 
flat on his back, dead of arsenic poisoning—nobody could 
ever tie Tamara and me into his death, or the death of his 
fellow spy, Boris, So instead of bringing the axe-blade 
down across his throat, I rammed him in the Adam’s apple 
with the heel of my boot, He made a kind of low, gurgling 
noise, At the same time I bent and wrenched the Nagant 
from his nerveless fingers. 

My eyes could not tear themselves away from his con- 
vulsing body. He was suffering the cramps and pains now, 
his body was doubling up into the foetal position. As 
Henry Creegan and Lars Grundwig had died, so he was 
dying. It might take hours, but this was the beginning of 
the end. 

War axe in one hand, gun in the other, I swung about to 
Tamara and Boris. The man was half asleep with his sex- 
ual exhaustion, but there was life and vitality still inside 
him. He was rising to his knees, slapping a callused hand 
down on the soft cheeks of the female bottom below him. 

“Come, we'll have a little more,” he coaxed. 

Tamara nodded from her prone position, black hair 
tumbling. She was just about beat, but she was game. 
Their backs faced me, they did not see me in the darker 
shadows of the tomb, neither did they hear Nikita who 
was gagging now as the poison ate in him. 

I stepped forword, swinging the Nagant barrel. 

The bluish metal connected with the back of his skull in 
a satisfying thud. Boris made a grunting sound and slid 
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forward onto Tamara, pinning her down, Tamara gave a 
startled little yelp and turned her head, Her momentarily 
frightened eyes met mine. 

I must have made an odd sight in my mini-dress with a 
Viking battle-axe in one hand and a Nagant revolver in 
the other. Her terror disappeared however, and she man- 
aged a weak smile. 

“T belted him with the gun. Here, I'll pull him off. 
We've got to high-tail it out of here, honey. We can’t af- 
ford to be seen with these two.” 

As I rolled the unconscious Boris over onto his back, 
Tamara wriggled out from under him. She looked across 
the rooted ship at the dying Nikita. She nodded, her satis- 
faction easy to see in her face. 

“Good! The poison is affecting him the way it affected 
others whom my bosses told me to kill. At last I have 
used myself to strike a blow for my own freedom. It’s a 
good feeling.” 

I was moving toward the tiny wagon that had once been 
filled with food and wine for the dead man’s drinking in 
Valhalla. They did things up brown in those old Viking 
days; if you had to die, you took it with you, or so they 
believed. Luckily for us, I reflected, as I stood a big barrel 
on top of the wagon. 

I could mount the wagon, step onto the barrel, and 
then, by grabbing hold of the wooden framework sur- 
mounting the stern, swing myself up and through the 
opening I had made above the burial mound. 

I put a foot on the wagon, swung up. 

An instant later I was popping my head through the 
opening, reaching to clasp a rock for purchase as I drew 
my legs up and through the hole. I sat there for a moment, 
breathing in the cold Finnish air, damn glad to be alive. 

Below me, Tamara was saying, “Give me a hand in case 
the wood of this thing breaks off.” I turned, lay flat on my 
belly and reached down into the dimness of the mound. 
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Tamara clasped my hand. She gave a cry, I yanked, and 
a moment later she was tumbling over and over through 
the snow. She had pulled her mini-dress down by this 
time, and was wearing her fur coat, so that she looked like 
a snowman taking shape. 

I giggled, bouncing up. “Come on, you can play games 
later. We’ve got to get to the airport and beat tracks for 
the good old United States!” 

Tamara got to her feet and side by side we ran down 
the snowy slopes toward where I had parked the Volvo. 
The countryside was a picture with its long, rolling snow 
meadows and pine trees tinted white as by enamel. In the 
distance the great forested hills rose up, a dark back- 
ground to the centuries that lay so lightly on the land. A 
dead Viking in his burial mound, keeping company now 
with two dying spies; death is the great leveler, I thought, 
as J ran and slid and skidded toward the road. 

Suddenly I grabbed a treebranch for support 

There was only one car down there on the road. My lit- 
tle Volvo was gone. I turned dazed eyes on Tamara. I 
said, “Where’s the Volvo? Who could have taken it? It 
was there when we began running.” 

Tamara looked as if she would die, She put her 
knuckles to her mouth and gnawed on them, bobbing her 
head frantically. 

“I know, I know,” she cried. “I forgot—” 

“What is it? What're you trying to say?” __ 

“It’s that man you shot, the second one, Oleg. You only 
wounded him, and not badly, at that, Boris said he took 
the Volvo and drove back for help. But that doesn’t mat- 
ter. We can use their car.” 

Like hell it didn’t matter, The chemical formula films 
were in her compact. Her compact was in her handbag, 

And— 


Her compact was in the Volvo, 
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CHAPTER EIGHT 


Disaster was a dry, metallic taste in the mouth, a sensa- 
tion of your heart stopping and falling with a dull thud in 
your rib-case. I held onto that tree-branch until my palm 
hurt. I guess I kept staring at Tamara in an accusing kind 
of way because she started gnawing at her knuckles. 

“I meant to tell you,” she breathed. “Everything got so 
—hectic—in there that I forgot.” 

“Telling me wouldn’t have helped then. It may, now. 
Let’s go, Tamara, We’ve got to beat feet for that torture 
chamber hideout your boys use.” 

I guess that drew her up tight. Running along beside 
me, she stuttered, “You d-don’t really m-mean that? You 
and me? Attack them?” 

“Sure I mean it. I’ve got a way, honey.” 

We found the key in the ignition lock of the Russian 
Moskvich. There was a trunk key, too, so I unlocked the 
trunk. Inside it, I found what I was hoping for, a regular 
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damn arsenal. I don’t know what Boris, Nikita and the 
others were out to do with all that lethal equipment in 
their car, Enough for me it was there. I broke open a box 
of hand grenades, drew out a couple and handed them to 
Tamara. 

“Hold onto them, honey—and keep your fingers off 
those pins. They go boom ten seconds after you pull them. 
And if that happens, you and I will go splash spash.” 

Tamara shuddered, I grinned at her, whacked her one 
across her nearest buttock, and said, “You don’t know 
anything about guns and grenades, do you? I thought not, 
or you’d have made a try for the Nagants Boris and Nikita 
were carrying.” 

We got in the car, Tamara in a blue funk. 

The engine started easily. I swung the car around and 
headed back the way we had come. Tamara still looked 
worried, she held the hand grenades in her palms, with her 
forearms resting on her thighs, and stared at them as if she 
expected them to blow up in her face. 

“Hey, relax! For Pete’s sake, we aren’t going to our fu- 
nerals, You just leave this end of it to good old Eve. This 
is my thing, baby—and I do it real good. Of course, I 
make love pretty good, too. You're no slouch either, so 
just sit back and take it easy. Make like you’re my gun- 
bearer and we're on a spy safari.” 

She gave me a tremulous smile. 

The Moskvich was barreling along the lonely country 
road, doing about eighty. In another few miles, I figured 
the boys from KGB headquarters would be approaching 
us, just about as fast. 

I braked the car, lowed it to a sedate forty. 

When Tamara looked at me inquiringly, I waved a hand 
outside the car at the road ahead. “They'll be coming 
soon, honey—the reinforcements. As soon as I see them, 
have one of those grenades ready.” 

She nodded, face white with tension. She was a game 
kid, Tamara Norenko, She knew it was going to be a fight 


135 


to get her out of here and to the States, where she could be 
properly protected, but she was ready for the try. 

Ten miles later, I saw a black Moskvich, the mate to the 
blue one I was driving, as it came roaring toward us, I 
slowed even more. The driver of the approaching Mosk- 
vich was slowing, too; apparently he had recognized the 
car I was driving, if not its driver. 

He was rolling down his window. 

“Quick, Tamara—a grenade!” 

I yanked the pin, began to count. If my timing was off, 
we were all going for a last car ride to Kingdom Come. I 
rolled my window down. 

The cars stopped side by side. 

++. Sseven...eight... 

I hurled the grenade past the face of the startled driver. 
In the one quick glance I had given the car, to make sure 
these were the right people, I saw five men, all of them 
burly and husky. I even recognized Oleg sitting beside the 
driver, his mouth wide open. 

I hit the gas. The Moskvich responded nicely. It leaped 
from a stopped position like a whippet at the starting gate. 
Behind me, in the rear-view mirror... 

The other Moskvich turned red all of a sudden as its 
walls appeared to bulge to the loud blammm inside it. 
Window glass shattered. The car shook and shuddered, 
and then flames came leaping out. 

It looked like a huge red rose expanding. 

I wheeled the blue car away from it as fast as possible. 

Beside me, Tamara Norenko had the shakes. Her teeth 
chattered, and she sat huddled up with her knees together 
and her elbows dug into her thighs, hands clapsed tightly. 
She was absolutely white in her nervous reaction. 

“Cheer up,” I told her. “We're right on schedule. We’ve 
only narrowed the odds, is all. You just saw five of the op- 
position wiped off the enemy firing lines. Now—on to 
their headquarters!” 

Her nerves steadied a little on the way back, so that by 
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the time I was braking the Moskvich in the parking lot to 
one side of the KGB torture chambers building, the color 
had come back into her face, She even showed a little in- 
terest as I explained a few things to her. 

“T would dearly love to be able to get up to the roof, but 
Tm afraid if we do any balloon-jumping at this time of 
day, we'll draw a crowd. And a crowd is the last thing we 
want, No witnesses, None at all. Now, we each take a few 
hand grenades, an automatic assault rifle—you won’t have 
to use it, I'll be the big game hunter, you can be my gun 
bearer—plus a few ropes of cartridges, and we’re set to 
haul butts.” 

Tamara nodded grimly. Her hands had stopped shak- 
ing, her eyes were bright with interest. For once, she was 
not going to do the killing, she was just along for the sleigh 
ride, I waited, smiling at her with my lips but using my 
eyes to scan the parking lot. 

There. was nobody around, there was a rear door into 
the building, a big metal door set with a huge lock. At 
night the door might be bolted, but in the daytime, just 
that one lock stood between us and getting where we 
wanted to go. 

“Okay,” I nodded, “this is what we'll do.” 

Ten seconds later we were standing outside the metal 
door, and Tamara was knocking on it. We waited side by 
side. There was a duffle bag to one side of my foot, filled 
with our needed gear. 

We heard heavy footfalls. 

“Who’s there?” a thick male voice called. 

“Tamara Norenko, you idiot—with a prisoner! Let me 
in before somebody sees us.” 

The door opened slightly, Tamara pushed her way in, 
dragging me by my left wrist. There was a big man stand- 
ing there, eyeing us both with something like suspicion in 
his eyes. He opened his lips to say 

Before a sound came out, I hit him in the left side of his 
throat with the coned fingers of my right hand, jamming it 

137 


upward like an uppercut. This is a very effective blow, 
when performed perfectly. It can kill a man, it most cer- 
tainly can paralyze his vocal chords for a few moments. 
And I am a perfectionist in some things, when my life and 
liberty depends on it. 

He sagged into the wall, gagging. 

I brought my knee up into his crotch. He choked and 
flopped, the pain in his flesh showing itself in his bulging 
eyes and the sweatbeads on his forehead. As he started to 
sag, I brought the edge of my hand down across his neck. 

Tamara wasn’t just playing bystander, She darted out, 
grabbed the duffle bag, yanked it inside the door and then 
slammed the big metal barrier, locking and bolting it. 

I reached into the bag, yanked out one of the Russian 
AK-50 rifles. It was fully loaded, ready to pop. Finger on 
the trigger, I moved up the corridor. Carrying the bag and 
following in my tracks, ready to hand me the second 
assault rifle when the first ran out of ammo, came Tamara. 

Sure, we were kooks, Two girls bucking an outfit like 
this, all by our lonesomes? But the sheer gall and surprise 
of the venture would carry us through, I felt it in the Drum 
bones. Nobody knew we were here, the rooms of this tor- 
ture chamber building were sound-proofed. We would kill 
and run before anybody could sound a general alarm. 

There was going to be cold-blooded killing. I knew this, 
I was gearing myself for it. I was standing smack-dab in 
the middle of a private war between me and this branch of 
the Russian spy system. The men in this building would 
shoot me dead if they could—or shoot me after they had 
tortured me, that is. I was defending myself by getting the 
drop on them first, by doing to them what they would have 
done to me, if the situations were reversed. 

Thad only a few minor conscience qualms. 

I mean, after all, the Russians should have let Uncle 
Sam have his copy of the chemical that would erase all 
memory in a man, If they had been content with this, 
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there would be none of this knock-down drag-out battle 
between me and their spy boys located in Helsinki. 

If each country had a copy of the formula, the other 
would not dare wage war. It would be too risky. Because 
if the people of the United States and the Soviet Union 
forgot everything they knew—and I do mean every- 
thing—they would be sitting ducks for anybody who 
wanted to move in on them with even bows and arrows, 

Our side had not begun this little phase of the Cold 
War, but it was going to finish it. Just for being so selfih, I 
was out to get both those chemical formulas so only Uncle 
Sam would have them. Just as a deterrent, you under- 
stand. 

And so I marched down the corridor, grim-lipped. 

I opened a door. This room was empty. 

The next door opened into an office. A girl in an olive- 
green uniform of some kind was chatting with two burly 
men. One of the men was Ivan. They saw my assault rifle 
and the woman whirled, leaping toward a table. 

Tf she hit the alarm buzzer, we were dead ducks. 

My finger touched the trigger. Three round holes ap- 
peared in her shirted back, small, black, and starting to 
ooze red. Her knees buckled, she went down with her right 
hand clawing at the desk table. I swept the bucking AK- 
50 around to take in the two musclemen. They went 
backward like straw figures, dead on their feet. 

Tamara had closed the door behind me. She stood with 
her back against it, eyes huge and oe Her tongue 
licked her lips. 

“D-do you th-think my handbag’ in here?” she 
breathed. 

“Not likely. They'll have it in a laboratory where they 
can saw through things like your compact and change 
coins, hunting for secret hiding places.” 

We got out of that room and into another. Nobody 
here. We were just about to leave when Tamara heard 
somebody approaching. Her frantically waving hand 
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alerted me to be ready for trouble, I slid out of sight be- 
side the door, so that when it opened, whoever it was 
would see only Tamara. 

A man came into the room. The door hid me from his 
view. It was an up tight moment, he might have got the 
wind up and yelled for help, but it was a chance I had to 
take, Besides, Tamara was helping out by lifting her skirt 
and fumbling with her garterclasp. 

She showed an exciting length of stockinged leg and 
some bare thigh above the stocking top. The man in the 
doorway was impressed, especially since Tamara gave him 
a ravishing smile. 

“Ah,” he said slowly, and closed the door. 

I caught him in the back of the skull with the rifle butt. 
He said, “Ahhbhbh,” again, slowly, with a great expulsion 
of breath, and fell straight forward. He bounced when he 
landed at Tamara’s feet. 

“Honey,” I said to her, “you’ve given me a great idea.” 

“Ohhh? What’s that?” 

“Off with your dress!” 

I bent and lifted my mini-dress over my head, Under 
the white Sportempo jersey dress I was wearing, I wore a 
white lastex garterbelt to match my white nylons. Other- 
wise, it was just all me there under the overhead lights. 

Tamara ran her eyes over me, giggling. “You are not 
going to love them to death? So why do we take off our 
clothes? Ohhh! You want me to love them to death, yes?” 

“We don’t have time, honey. I’m after shock value. You 
know, if a man sees a naked babe walk in on him, he au- 
tomatically freezes and looks her over. Even if she might 
be carrying a. Russian AK-50 automatic assault rifle. So to 
give ourselves even more of an advantage, off with the 
threads.” 

In a moment, Tamara was down to her alligator shoes, 
black nylons and her own black and red Jastex Warner. 
Her breasts wobbled as she moved, as if balanced on 
springs; I approved; their involuntary up and down 
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joggings would add to the element of stunned shock that 
was our ally. 

We hit the corridor with increased confidence. 

There were only administrative offices on the first floor, 
we learned by opening the rest of the doors and peering 
into the rooms. We found two typists banging away on 
their Remingtons. We did not shoot them, they offered no 
resistance whatsoever. The mere sight of two naked glam- 
azons with guns and bandoliers of cartridges threw them 
into a dizzy tizzy. We gagged and bound them, leaving 
them still in numb, never-mind shock. 

There was a receptionist in the lobby. I walked right up 
to her, the AK-50 barrel zeroed in on her open mouth. If 
she had so much as gargled I would have blown the top of 
her head off. 

I shoved a perfumed handkerchief from her handbag in 
between her teeth, instead. I murmured, “You're quite 
pretty, If you want to stay alive and have some more fun 
with your boy friend, don’t even peep.” 

She nodded vigorously. While I was tying her wrists 
behind her, and her ankles straight out in front, Tamara 
was bolting the front door. Since the opposition had ig- 
nored windows in their modernistic building, so nobody 
would get nosey about what might be going on inside, we 
decided to take advantage of the fact by also bolting the 
door. 

Nobody could get in and out without Tamara or me 
saying so. I sank a naked butt on the edge of the desk and 
smiled at the girl. 

“You're a Finn, sweetie. This is your job but your life 
isn’t at stake here—unless you want it that way.” 

She shook her pale blonde head vigorously. 

“Good girl. Just answer a few questions. We don’t want 
to harm you, all we're after are the bastards who run this 
place and torture people.” 

The relief was easy to read in her eyes, 

I said, “Just nod or shake your head. Are there more 
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than twenty people in this hellhole?” A head shake, indi- 
cating nyet. “Ten?” 

We narrowed the opposition to eleven, with three poor 
slobs as prisoners they were either torturing or about to 
torture. They were in rooms 2K, 3D and 3K. I patted the 
on the top of her head. 

“T hope you told the truth, sweetie. I'd hate to learn 
you've lied to me. I might come downstairs and see how 
well you react to lead poisoning if you lied.” 

Her head shook quite vigorously. 

We left her sitting there as we moved up the staircase to 
the second floor. Room 2K was our first target for trouble. 
We had to pass through the big glass doors leading into 
the maze of rooms that formed the interrogation and tor- 
ture chambers. 

We came to a room marked K. I motioned to Tamara 
to open the door. As it swung inward, a man sitting behind 
the desk looked up with mild curiosity. At sight of my 
naked body, he froze motionless, which was all the target I 
needed. \ 

A burst of fire rammed him into the wall. He was dead 
before he hit it. Tamara gasped, “Won’t they hear that in 
the torture chamber?” 

“Not likely. It’s sound proof.” 

Tamara nodded, stepped to the torture chamber door. 
I poised myself in the doorway. Tamara turned the knob, 
flung it open. 

There were five men inside the chamber. One of them, 
poor devil, was stark naked, spread-eagled on the flat 
table. He was moaning between his clenched teeth, his 
head moving back and forth. Three of the big, burly men 
were standing around, grinning down at the pain he was 
suffering. The fourth man held a short length of rubber 
hose in a hand. 

The man on the table was only half conscious. They 
were giving him a chance to come to before the number 
four man started beating on his private parts again. 
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One man must have felt a draft. He looked up, His eyes 
got big and his mouth fell open. I touched the trigger, 
made a short sweep with my assault rifle. 

Rat-atatta-tatta 

The four men died where they stood. 

Tamara leaped forward, crying out softly in sympathy. 
She ignored the dead men to grab up a towel and soaked it 
with cold water from the washbasin built cater-cornered 
in the room. She placed it tenderly where it might alleviate 
the pain. Then she began unstrapping his wrists and an- 
Kes. 

I let her play Florence Nightingale without protest. 

When the man lay there, still moaning but not so loud- 
ly, I nodded at her, “He can get out of here now. A doctor 
can set him straight. Come on, we haven’t finished our 
job.” 

We went on bare feet up to the third floor, The recep- 
tionist had said there were men in rooms 3D and 3K. Just 
to make sure, we opened the doors of all the little cubicles, 
including the one where I had been kept. No prisoners, 
they were all being worked over. 

We tiptoed past the door marked: ROOF. 

The glass doors swung inward, we entered and moved 
in perfect rhythm to room 3D. Tamara opened the door. 
The interrogator was standing at a file cabinet removing 
some papers. His head turned toward the door. It was the 
last move he ever made alive. 

Even as his dead body slammed into the file cabinet, 
Tamara was rushing. past me, to throw open the torture 
chamber door. 

The table had been pushed against the wall in this 
room, and a tall iron pole with a ring at the top substituted 
in its place, In the olden days, they called this the strappa- 
do. Dangling from the iron ring by her wrists was a naked 
woman, sobbing and whimpering as two men stood by her, 
short leather whips in their hands, 

As they turned the woman, I saw her buttocks, bleeding 
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and blistered. They had been lashing her with quite evi- 
dent enjoyment. 

One of the men was saying, “Shall we untie you and 
have a little fun, the three of us? Would you like to try 
both of us at the same time? It will hurt but—” 

T hit the trigger. 

The two men stiffened, their bodies bucked and jumped 
as they fell away from the naked woman. Tamara raced to 
the iron ring, murmuring sympathy as she untied the 
ropes. 

The woman fell in a heap, moaning. Tamara bent oyer 
her but I waved the assault rifle. 

“Look, I’m all in favor of helping these people— 
but we just-don’t have the time. They’ll be all right, even 
her. Sure, her behind’ll smart like crazy for a while, but 
she’ll be as good as new in a short time. Let’s get crack- 
ing.” 

We had one last room to visit. According to the people 
count, there were three men in 3K, and so 3K was next on 
our list. We moved like stalking tigresses down the corri- 
dor. Again the thrown-open door bit was repeated. 

A young man hardly out of his teens was standing be- 
fore the desk behind which the interrogator sat, flanked by 
two husky women. One of the women was Matilde, the 
other Ludmilla, They whirled at my entrance and their 
mouths opened to scream. 

The assault rifle chattered before they could make a 
sound. Between them the youth they had been torturing 
must have figured that this was all part of his ordeal. He 
fainted. 

Alexei Krukyev was sitting behind the desk, I saw as, 
the young man’s unconscious body hit the floor. He was 
pasty-faced, his eyes were enormous below his lifted eye- 
brows. 

“You'll never get away with it,” he squealed. “We have 
agents on every flight out of here for the next week! We'll 
catch you and...” 
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His hand came out of the desk drawer with a revolver. I 
let him have it right across his chest. He slumped back, the 
revolver going off and firing a bullet at the floor in his 
death spasms. 

Tamara whimpered, “Please, let’s get away.” 

“After I find those films, honey. Tamara, been in this 
place before. Where are the laboratories where they might 
have your pocketbook?” 

“Downstairs on the second floor.” 

It took us two minutes to reach the laboratories, and 
another thirty minutes to find her handbag. We did not 
fear interruption, we had taken care of things like that by 
exterminating the entire enemy population of the torture 
house. 

The compact was in her handbag, untouched. I guess 
the lab technicians hadn’t gotten around to examining 
anything yet. Well, it would have been pretty fast work, at 
that. They’d only had the handbag a little over two hours. 

Tleft the handbag but took the compact. 

We ran for the back door. I would have liked to have 
gone balloon-jumping again, but in broad daylight, I fig- 
ured it wasn’t such a great idea. I didn’t want anybody to 
see us hot-footing it from this place. The parking lot was 
private, only the opposition used it. 

Of course, we wouldn’t be able to bolt the door behind 
us, but you can’t have everything. We shot back the bolts, 
slammed shut the door, and the regular lock clicked into 
place. It would have to do. 

The white Volvo was sitting there, unlocked. We got in 
and I nosed it out into traffic, We had missed our regular 
flight to the States, of course, but there were plenty more 
to be had. 

As the Helsinki airport loomed into view, Tamara said 
suddenly, “Eve, what about that secret agent Alexei Kruk- 
yev said would be on every plane out of here? Do you 
think they'll be watching for us?” 

“You bet they will,” I chirped. 


145 


“Well? Aren’t you worried?” 

“Damn right I am. But we can’t stay here forever.” 

We parked the Volvo. We walked toward the big Trans 
World Airlines building like a couple of tourists. We 
walked up to the ticket clerk and I began making talk. 

“My friend and I had reservations for the 321 flight to 
London and New York.” 

“Flight 321 departed some time ago.” 

Bright boy. I knew that much, myself. 

“We would like two tickets for the next flight to the 
United States,” I dimpled at him. “We got lost, you see, 
anda 

I guess ticket clerks at airlines hear all kinds of stories. 
He sighed and rolled his eyes a little and made a big pro- 
duction out of being patient with stupid little me. He mut- 
tered and mumbled, but he finally produced two booklets 
and before he began stamping them, he gave me fisheyes. 

“You sure you won’t get lost this time?” 

“Oh, no,” I gurgled. “It’s almost a straight line to the 
flight gate, isn’t it?” 

He decided maybe I was having fun, too, at his expense. 
He growled and began taking his feelings out on the ticket 
book. Tamara and I counted out some cash we had be- 
tween us, and shoved it at him. 

Minutes later we were walking toward the big Star 
Stream jet-liner, carrying our little red and white- 
trimmed fly-bags. 

Tamara kept chewing her lip, looking all around her. 

“Relax, honey,” I soothed. 

“But that man they have here! When he spots us, what 
do you think he’ll do, Eve?” 

“Hijack the plane. Make it turn around and fly to Rus- 
sia.” 

Tamara gulped and turned pale. “They will kill me,” 
she whimpered. “With tortures! I cannot stand tortures. 
Eve! What will I do?” 
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“Don’t do anything—except shut up. I’ve got to think. I 
can’t think with you babbling in my ears.” 

Tamara started up the mounting ladder, almost in tears, 
Me, I was flogging the Drum brains, trying to come up 
with the answer. There was a KGB man—or woman—on 
the big jet. His job was to stop Tamara and me from tak- 
ing those formula films to the United States. Hijacking the 
plane, which is kind of a national sport in the U.S.A, 
should not be too difficult for a determined secret agent, 
even here in Europe. 

All he had to do is shove a gun barrel in the pilot’s ear, 
and whisper a few words. Air line pilots are brave men, 
but they are not crazy. The pilot would swing the Boeing 
707 around and cross over the border, then touch wheels 
down on the nearest air strip, 

I stared around at my fellow passenger, hoping by some 
bit of feminine instinct that I could pick out the KGB 
agent and beat him to the jump. The plane was a little 
more than half full, it would pick up most of its load in 
London. I saw middle-aged business men, sedately 
dressed, some with glasses, some without, There were rich 
women, most of them glamorous, in furs and expensive 
clothes, 

A sprinkling of teen-agers made the air shimmer with 
their gay, excited chatter. They were on a tour to hit the 
London museums, and from what they let drop, some of 
its night spots, as well. Two rather professorial types were 
their teachers and chaperones, 

I listened to the pretty stewardess in the navy blue uni- 
form as she began her little spiel about sick-bags and 
such, telling us how to use our seat belts, that there must 
be no smoking during takeoff. She was a cute, blonde girl, 
with the TWA cap perched cockily on her golden locks, I 
wondered if she might be the KGB agent. 

Then we were buckling in for takeoff. 


Tamara Norenko was very quiet, I think she was 
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scared. I know damn well I was. If I didn’t find out which 
man was which before very long, I'd had it. 

I let my head rest against the pillow behind me, closing 
my eyes. My body was very sensitive to the engine sounds, 
to the low thunder that told we were taxiing toward a run- 
way, to the louder thunder when we made our turn to 
come onto the runway. 

There must be a means to find out which man was the 
agent. Nobody but nobody ever makes perfect plans. 
There has to be a flaw, I kept telling myself. 

In a situation like this, I try to marshal my facts. First, 
the opposition knew about me, they’d had me in their 
clutches before I went balloon-jumping. They had taken 
photos of the Drum face and bod, these photographs 
would have been passed out to the men who hunted for 
me, 

Score one for the enemy; he knew me. I didn’t know 
him. Maybe he was even chuckling to himself, plumped 
down in a seat real close to mine, telling himself he would 
probably get the Order of the Red Banner for turning Ta- 
mara, me and the chemical formula films over to his gov- 
ernment. Ruefully, I reflected that he probably would get 
he decoration. 

Unless I got my brainstorm, that is. 

The plane began picking up speed, its jet engines 
pumping explosive noises into the air around us. I was 
pressed back into the chair by the pressure of our speed. 
Ordinarily, I rather enjoy takeoff, sailing up there into the 
wild blue yonder, but right now I had butterflies in my 
stomach, racing around behind my bellybutton like intoxi- 
cated airplanes. 

Who was he? Where was he? 

The plane lifted, dipped slightly, then was soaring up- 
ward. 

The TWA jet lifted quickly. In seconds we were raising 
smoothly above the nearby rooftops. I unbuckled my belt, 
stretched and looked around. 
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I had to see the faces of my fellow passengers. It was 
my only chance, I kept telling myself, I got up, shaking off 
the trembling hand Tamara put out to try and stop me. I 
was nervous as all hell. We were going up to the twenty 
thousand foot mark, when we would level off. We would 
be above the clouds, there. 

If the enemy agent was going to hijack the plane, he 
would do it when there was no chance of anyone seeing 
the plane change course from below. 

I walked up the aisle toward the captain’s cabin. 

I turned and began my stroll back along the aisle, look- 
ing into faces, smiling and nodding when somebody smiled 
at me. I saw pretty faces, ugly faces, faces that were cheer- 
ful, flirtatious, morose and glum. But none of them looked 
even remotely as if it belonged to a secret agent. 

The stewardess, carrying the flight plan on a clip- 
board, bobbed her head and flashed me a grin as we 
bumped hips while stepping to one side of the aisle to give 
the other more room, 

I sat down beside Tamara, completely dispirited. 

“Did you see him?” 

“No. Just don’t talk.” 

“I must talk. I am not made of stone, like you! If he 
walks toward the captain’s cabin, will you be able to stop 
him?” 

“T don’t know.” 

She sank back, shivering. I was shivering too, inside me. 
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CHAPTER NINE 


The stewardess came walking back from the captain’s 
cabin, an empty clip-board tucked under her arm. Her 
hips swayed back and forth, the firm mounds of her breasts 
did not budge; but I was not looking at either of those. I 
was making ga-ga eyes at the clip-board. 

Dope! Dumbkopf! Dingaling! 

I should have seen it sooner. As it was, maybe I had no 
time, now. At any moment— 

I leaped up and ran after her. 

I cornered the blonde in the back of the plane, where 
they prepare the meals. I asked, “Hi! I wonder if you can 
answer a question. Was a single seat reserved on this 
place, as well as on any others leaving Heksinki for the 
past day or two?” 

She giggled, “I'll say there was. It’s quite a joke around 
the airport. Some bigwig wants to make sure he gets out of 
Helsinki on time, I guess.” 
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“Yeah, honey—but which seat was reserved on ‘this 
one?” 

“The Moskva Travel Bureau asked for the same seat on 
each plane. Say, how did you know that? We made up a 
little rhyme about it in the office. ‘When Moscow speaks, 
we bill and coo, we even give them number two,’ Isn’t that 
a hoot? You get the double entendre, don’t you honey? 
Say—” 

I was off and running, leaving her open-mouthed. 

I plumped myself down on my seat. Number two! 

It added up. It was the seat closest to the door of the 
captain’s cabin, All the agent had to do was stand up, take 
one step forward, and he was halfway into the pilot’s 
cabin. Nobody could stop him. Afterwards, with his gun 
pressed into the pilot’s head, nobody would have dared. 

“My bag!” I snapped. 

Tamara lifted my red TWA carryall from the floor. In it 
were my Belgian Bulldog and that damn spring gun I’d 
been carrying with me ever since I left New York. I un- 
zipped the bag, reached in and brought out the spring gun. 
At last I was finding a use for it! I grabbed up my coat and 
the bag, and got to my feet. 

I was pretending to look for an empty storage space 
overhead for my gear. The coat, draped over my right 
hand that held the spring gun, made an effective disguise. I 
moved forward, then stepped close to the man in seat 
number two. 

He was a thick-necked Slay, with wavy blonde hair and 
a handsome face. He looked more like a movie star than 
he did a secret agent. I'slipped, I leaned against his seat, 

I put the muzzle to his throat. 

My finger pulled the trigger. 

There was a faint plop. That was all the sound the 
spring gun made, and even that was muffled by the coat. 

' The man with the wavy blonde hair never moved. The 
shock of the tiny gelatin needle fired into the soft tissues 
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of his neck kept him still for a few seconds, and that was 
all the time the drug in the pellet needed to go to work. 

He sat there like a dummy. 

I shoved the coat and the carryall—with the spring gun 
inside, making a quick insertion while I pretended the zip- 
per had jammed—up onto the rack. 

On weak knees, I staggered back to my seat. 

“It’s over, hon.” 

Tamara gave a little sob of gratitude. 

At London Airport, we got out of the big Trans World 
Airlines Star Stream long enough to stretch our gams. As 
a matter of fact, Tamara and I were the first ones off; we 
didn’t want to be around when the blonde stewardess tried 
to wake up Wavy-hair. 

Since he was only sleeping, no great commotion would 
be caused, except by his superiors when he reported back 
that he had failed to stop the Americanski spy and the de- 
fector from slipping through his fingers. He would wake 
up, be groggy for an hour or so, long enough to give us 
clearance and takeoff time on the overseas flight to New 
York. Then he would be as right as ever. 

If the KGB let him live so long. 

Tamara Norenko began brooding as the Star Stream hit 
the fifteen thousand foot level, still climbing on its run over 
Ireland and toward Kennedy Airport. 

“What now, Gloomy Gussie?” 

“T’ve been wondering if your scientists can cure me? 
Suppose they can’t? That would mean I have to go around 
life without love, without being able to raise children.”. 

She shivered. I really felt sorry for her. I patted her 
hand and said reassuringly, “American scientists can do 
anything.” 

I crossed my fingers, I hoped they could. 

David Anderjanian met us at Kennedy Airport with a 
L.US.T. limousine and chauffeur. He swept me up into 
his big Viking arms and crushed my ribs with them as he 
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crushed my lips with his mouth. When he let me go, I was 
giddy and flushed as a schoolgirl. 

I gestured, saying, “Tamara Norenko, David—and 
don’t kiss her at all. She’s death on legs to anybody she 
swaps busses with. Or other things I won’t mention out in 
the open.” 

They shook hands, which I was glad to see, 

All the way back to Manhattan in the limousine, I filled 
David in on the story of the poisoned damsel and on the 
tale of the formula films. David is a good listener, he never 
interrupted me except to congratulate me on my quick 
thinking on the flight from Helsinki to London. He can be 
very charming when he wants. 

When I was done, he said slowly, “I'll have to contact 
the laboratories, Tamara. I’ll put the proposition to a good 
man we have there by the name of Doctor Kenneth Fen- 
ton. He’s a genius, and likes tough problems.” 

Tamara dimpled a smile at him. 

Two nights later, we introduced Kenneth Fenton to the 
Russian. She was rooming with me, of course, while she 
made her statement at L.U.S.T. headquarters. I had 
dressed her in a see-through black chiffon creation by St. 
Laurent, with a puff of black ostrich feathers about the 
hips. The gown showed off her otherwise naked breasts 
and torso, and fell to her ankles. She wore silver slippers. 

She looked good enough to eat. 


Doctor Fenton was smitten. He vowed to get to work 
on the project first thing in the morning, He wanted to kiss 
Tamara desperately, but he did not dare. She was too 
deadly for making love to. 

Love can work miracles, they say. It did with Ken Fen- 
ton and Tamara. Two weeks after meeting her, he injected 
her with a counter-acting serum. Three weeks after that 
he kissed her on the open mouth. Nothing happened to 
him. 
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Tamara Norenko was cured. 
And I was maid of honor at her wedding. 


THE END 
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Eve Drum, The Lady From L.U.S.T., 
is at her absolute best in this funky spy thriller 
that rockets London to Stockholm to Helsinki, 
where she teaches the sensuous Scandinavians 
things they never knew about sex. But this time 
she nearly meets her match in the luscious Russian, 
Tamara Norenko, MVD’s top and topless agent who 
uses her body as Eve does—as a deadly weapon. Like 
Eve, Tamara is skilled in exotic weaponry and 
crammed with esoteric knowledge. She can crack a 
code or a skull; break a man’s will or his back. But 
the power of L.U.S.T. wins out in the end. 
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